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D LOTH 


OR, THE FATAL SEDUCTION. 
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whoſe gentle boſoms know 
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luxurious in auother's woe ; 


Fair, 


Aa 
with Pity's dew the drooping flow'r z 


BY THE EDITOR 


E Britiſh 
To ſhare 
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The waſteful tempeſt which ye can't prevent: 
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„ nrauvins c or roariy. 
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(To guard from ills like her's) Allkind's fate. 
O ye Britiſh Youths, unſkil'd to rove 

In the dark lab'rinths of Ieh 
ah i a 
"The pracly drogs that glide fram Pity's eyes 3 


Ye too, draw: tiear—and, plac'd by Virtue's fide, 25 


{ts indulge thoſe griefs the ſeorns to lde: 

ie fot the moral tale my muſe ſupplies, 

No more inſtruct when Time hath wip'd your eyes; 
But, to compleat the purpoſe of theſe rhymes, 


Where ance ſecurely dwelt earth's faireſt flow'r ; 
Tui the vindiftive queen with rage purſu'd, 
And drench'd her ctuel hands in injur'd blood; 
High on a hill Earl Elwin's manſion ftood, 
In part ſecreted by a neighb'ring wood, 
Which down the lope thro? ſecret mazes leads, 
To where the Iſis laves her fav'rite meads: 
| Hither the earl would oft at dawn repair, 
To breathe the fragrance of the vernal air; 
To hear the warblers of the vocal grove, 
And join their ſtrains of gratitude and love. 
It chanc'd, one morning, while the earl thus ftray'd, 
A wretched fair at diftance he ſurvey d; 
Whoſe careleſs treſſes floating in the wind, 
And various geſtures, ſpoke her anguiſh'd mind. 
Sometimes ſhe epp'sd with haſte among the trees, 
Look'd wildly round, and dropp'd upon her knees 
Now roi again ; and, with uplified eyes, 
Seem'd to implore compaſſion from the fries— 
ih denied bene ham, ſmote her heaving breaſt, 
And with her ſnowy hand her temples preſs 'd— 
Thas, in deſpair, a moment's ſpace ſhe ftood, 
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But ever as ſhe reach'd the river's fide, dog nail 7} v 
Sudden ſhe „ 1 wolle bu 
Glancing from thence; Gant ay the Sule grove, — * 
And backward Sew; wo un ce wings ef Love. it 
This ſcene the ext behold her twice repeat; x 
F Wrmnncs of her rewear.” © dagen 
% ͤ — 5 oo 2g 
He faw Alina on the e eee! 
And inflnt knew her or the daughter „e LS AHF 
OF old Erneſto, tutor to'kis irrer nn 
But O how high Earl- — top r 617 ape 
To ſee her circling arms ar habe incloſet | aye) 1 
And brokes fighs ee be en I. A4 Fd 
= hn wks Ro Re a apat: > * wit 
| Her beating breaſt continues it's ſapplies'? ' < 
i Bids with her tears his freams of forrow flow > 
| As if to heal her poignant grief he frove, _ 
The anxious mother wip's his cherub ce, 
And cloſely firain'd him in a fond embrace: | 
Ab, loſt Albina ! wretched, rauin'd fair l  * 
© Happ'ly, my babe, thou know'® not her deſpaiy;z  * 
< Elſe wouldſt thou mix, indeed, thy tears with maine, 
© And let a mother's woes he truly thine! | 
* For fure thy form angelick beauty se. 
And human woes are wept with angels tears !— | * 
_ © Yet have I known-—too fon to be renew'd hw 
* A father's feeling heart by grief fubdu'd; © 
© Vet have T known an huſband's freaming eyes © * 
* Mock the vain pomp which pageantry fappliess 
Az © When 
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= mern OF POETRY: 
* When noble Elwin mouri'd his Ellz's doom, n 16} 
ecard in arops— ond | 
. . + And on her hed a6-dchadh aamabel fore b— had 
% Graeme acart 
© In happy Elks hreaft, nor wack Albing's heart ! 
ä 9969-4 + Ayn 
The caſual mentianof dis Ells's name, - 
Join's with the great reſpett he hong her fre, 
But bends his thoughts, how beſt to bring relief : 
And let reſentment follow clot behind; 
Till his baſe heart, who dar'd her honour ſtain, 
And now, while gen'rous Elwin penfive ſtands, ..Y 
He hears Albina claſp her ry hands; = 1 
A deep-drawn ſigh's unwelcome found ſucceeds, ; 


Follow'd by words—at which his boſom bleeds. ; 

© How vainly once, Albina, didſt thou dream, 2 
. : 
© Enjoy each pleaſure of exalted life, 

* And h6—O fatal charm—Lothario's wife ! : 


_ © Alas }perfidious youth, he only ne 
_ © 'To veil his purpoſe in the garb of love! 
© Each ſpecious apt too well the faithlefs knew, 
aftis'd by falſe ones to enſuare the true: 
* Too well he knew the pow'r affeftion gave, 
© Aud baſely ruin d her he ſwore to fave ! 
* And thou, unhappy opting of my ſhame, 
© Thou too muſt ſeel a mother's loſs of fame ! gf 
* For foun»tos fron !—thy blighted youth ſhall know, | 
* 
6 . * Then 
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SRAUTIES or POBTRY. £ 
* Then what prevents —— „ oo pe 1 KV A 
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e 
To what new triaks is nn 
* Do thou, 0 God!" (exclaims the wretched fair) and] 
Snatch me, in mercy, from this laſt deſpair? —  * - 
© Let inftant death attend by thy command, 
„And ftop a mother's facrilegious hand: ba ents, ld 
„Take back, thyſelf, his yet untainted breath, 
| * Nor let Albina's crimes be multiplied — 
Forth from her tortur d breaſt proceeds one ſigh. 
And one big tear rolls flowly from each eye, 
: As, ſudden riſing with uplifted hands, 
i O' er the ſweet babe in fix'd deſpair ſhe ſtands, 
His fleeing beauty once again to view, 
222 | N 
To the cold boſom of the river flies ; 
And, plunging headlong, vainly-hopes to find | 
| Eternal reſpite for her wounded mind. 
| Th aftonih'd earl, who this fad ſcene had view, . 
; | With beiten bee the Sying fair purſu'd; = 
I But, ah! too late he reach'd the river's fide, 
Yet fill Excl Ebwin o'er the margin bent, nom ol 
: Till, in the midit, the bubbling quid roſe, 
: As if to mourn the hapleſs fair-one s woes ; 
And inftant, on it's lucid boſom bore \ 
Albina's floating form towards the ſhore ; . 79 
| Then with an out-firetch'd arm effayid. reach _— 
The finking fair, and draw her to the beach: 
Again the finks beneath the clofing#tide ! 
Till up, again, ke fees the bubbles i ?: 
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With eager joy then firetches fothh his hand, 


And trembling drags his welcome prize to land. 


Long wied the carl each life-renewing aid, 


' No vic foark his fncking eyes farvey's 3 — * 


No flow pulſation kbring in her veins, * 

No glow of life to recompenſe his pains : 

The chilling fiream had check'd life's crimſon tide, 

And the rais'd arm dropp'd lifeleſs by her fide ! 
Hopeleſs to fave—unwilling to refrain— 

Each life-renewing art he tries again ; 


| And oft to Hen uplifis his ſpeaking eyes, 


At length, a gleam of hope revives his frame: 
He feels—or thinks he feels—the vital flame ! 
Cold, ſhudd'ring fits, her gentle breaſt convulſe, 
And inſtant loſe, again, the pow'r of fight ; 

The refitent blood each former channel ſeeks, 


Now the keen anguiſh of Albina's pains, 
Wales ev'ry nerve, and ſpreads thro? all her veins. 
| She groans—ſhe raves—ſhe heaves her lab'ring breaſt— 
Gnaſhes her teeth and madly graſps her veſt! — 
Then, in-a moment, quite compos'd appears, 
And drowns each feature in a flood of tears. 
While o'er th' afflicted fair Earl Elwin kneels, 
And for each pang an equal anguiſh feels; 
Sudden he hears, Anbng the diſtant trees, 
The vacant muſick of 2 mind at eaſe: 


Full in his view the jocthd fwain appears. 
Soon as the earPs extended arm he ſpies, 
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His boſom freed from ev'ry anxious thought ; 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Inſtruſted now, reſumes an equal ſpeed, 3 
To where a little farm's neat manſion ſtood, 
Hard by the border of Earl Elwin's wood: 
Thence quick returning, with a fellow-fwain,, 
They bear Albina gently o'er the plain. 
Cloſe by her fide the earl himſelf attends, 
Directs their courſe, and kind aſſiſtance lends ; 
Nor in his fondling arms diſdains to bear 

The lovely offspring of the wretched fair. 


| They reach at length the hoſpitable farm ; 


Where the good dame exerts her utmoſt care, 
In due attention to the hapleſs fair. 
And waits the tedious hour till he attends : 
Nor quits Albina, till from him he learns, 

No fatal ſymptom his beſt ſkill diſcerns ; 

Then lets all know he will their cares repay, 
And homeward bends his ſolitary way. 


From ſcenes where Vice, dejected, ſhuns the day, 
To where ſhe flaunts it in the folar ray. 


Before he fail'd to meet his country's foes ; 


In tented fields to purchaſe deathleſs fame, 
And raiſe the honours of an ancient name. 
Forgot each precept good Erneſto taught, 


Where Pleaſure leads, he follows in the train, 
Nor fees how falſe her arts—her joys how vain ! 
With Wit, miſnam d, he drains the ſpicy bowl, 
Nor fears the drug that ennervates his foul ; 
With wanton bezuty ſpends the laughing hours, 


Nor fees the latent thorn beneath the flow'rs ; | 


* 


Iron ſcenes of forrow turn we now our eyes, 
To where Auguſtz's tom ring fanes ariſe: 


SG REEAUTIES OF POETRY. - 


With defp'rate wretches joins in fatal play, 
And lets his fortune be the villain's prey: 
Nor does the thought of poor Albina's woes, 
Amidſt his mad career, once interpoſe. | 
P 
In waſteful pleaſures, and unhallow'd joys ; 
Surpriz'd he reads the following ftern command, 
Nor ſcarce can hold it in his trembling hand. 


© Return, Lothario, by the morning's light ; 
Or never meet, again, thy injur'd father's fight !” 
Late as it was, he mounts his fleeteſt ſteed, 
And flies to Elwin Hall with utmoſt ſpeed : 
For well he knew the earl brook'd no delay, 
And on his knee with due ſubmiſſion bends ; 
Implores forgiyeneſs, if his youth has err'd— 
Enquires the crime—begs his defence be heard— 
Nor fears—(fo great his art, fo ſmall his ſhame)— 
To clear each blot, and vindicate his fame. 
© ”Tis faid, Lothario,” (thus the earl began, 
By ſhew of doubt to hide his ſettled plan) 
That old Erneſto's daughter, whom you know 
+ Was chaſte as ice, and fair as drified now, 
* Some nine months fince, by tao much love betray'd, 
© Fell in the ſnare deſigning Vice had laid! 
* Awhile, is faid, the baſe aſſaſſin firove 
© To calm her griefs, infulting her with love: 
Till now, her growing ſhame, fo long conceal'd, 
© The villain knew, muſt quickly be reveal d; 
© Unmindful of his vows, he quits the fair, 
_ © Frantick with grief, the victim of deſpair ! 
* But ſtill Albina's yet unſpotted name 
0 Eſcap'd the tainting breath of buſy Fame; 
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„Till yeſter” morn, unable to fun 
* The load of woes attendant on her pain, 
To where the Iſis laves her fertile ſhore; Fn 
And ere aſſiſtance could arrive to fave, whos op 
- Deſp'rae he pltuicg's ts Qi entalibing ware? 
The child yet Iives—and, as I mean to few 
How much I ſhare in good Erneſto's woe, 
And every wound he gave PII ftrive to heal. | 
© Now, look, Lothario, that you anſwer true ; 
© Theſe are the crimes—the wretch, they fay, is you?” 
Spite of the lye the perjur'd villain ſpeaks, 
As, with unmatch'd audacity, he cries, 
Within the conſcious breaſt no fears ariſe ! 
© Once—let me own '—| thought Albina's charms 
* Might richly fill the proudeſt monarch's arms; 
* And ftill, ftill more, my mexpenienc'd youth, 
© Admir'd her ſeeming virtue, love, and truth. 
Caught in the ſnare, I woo'd her to my fide, 
„Anmelde 
© But ſoon, in foreign courts, I learn'd to know 
© The ſex's arts—and fmil'd at fancied woe; 
© Returning, view'd her with a brother's ſight, 
: And faw each action in it's proper light. 
1 A ſecret ſomething ſtruggläng in her breaſt, 
1 © The ſtiſled ſigh, and tear in vain reprefs'd ; 
© Spoke plain as language, that the faithleſs fair 
Was now unworthy of Earl Elwin's heir. 
© I left her then—nor think I aught of blame 
Can juſtly light on my muck-injur'd fame! — 
Her end I mourn— forgive theſe flowing tears 
* Shrouded in death, her crime no more appears : 
Time will unveil the myſt'ry of her fate! 
Nor let, till then, Lothario feel thy hate.” 
B | 


«0 EEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
| Scarce could th aſtoniſh'd carl with temper hear 


The fraudful tale prejented to his ear; 


For well he ſaw, thro” all his fpecious art, 
The ſubtle meannefs of Lothario's heart. 


Io aſk our preſence in yon green retreat; 


Ended the earl replies, Time may reveal; 
Nor fhall the guiltleſs my reſentmeut feel ! 

* Meanwhile, Lothario, as the morn is fair, 
* Suppoſe we breathe awhile the fragrant air; 


Where, midſt the cooling freſhneſs of the ſhade, 
© Pleas'd we may view the beauties he has made.” 
This faid, Earl Elwin fought the many wood, 
That cloath's the hill on which his manſion flood ; 
Each fecret winding path, full well he knew, 
And to what ſpots the devious feet they drew. 
With no fix*d courſe his footiteps feem to firay ; 
Slowly he leads, regardleſs of the way: 
Now mounts the hill, and now deſcends the vale, 


- Fearful, alike, to follow or retreat. 


_ © Shall fland reveaPd—thou, wretch, receive my hate! 


* 
3 


At length, a little manſion meets their view, 
To which the earl's increaſing pace now drew. 
Increaſing ſtill, he ſcarce can keep his feet; 


(The ſparks of anger lightning in his eyes) 
* The time is come ! when poor Albina's fate 


* Soon ſhall the villain my reſentment know, 
0 Dr ſo deep in woe! 


The . Gent and in tears; 


IIS far ns, and claw] her weeping eyes 3 
Struggling 
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To fink the firuggling wretch too nearly drown'd. 


BEAUTIES oer - POETRY 


In all the anguiſh of a broken heart: 
While by their fide her little cherub lay. 


And aſkt'd with tears a mother's necdfal fax. 


© There, there, behold !* The exe! could a4d no more, 
Ere at his feet Cropp'd lifeleſs on the floor 


The late-repentant youth. ——And now diftreſs'd 


With various paſſions warring in his breaſt, 3 Sat * 
A moment's ſpace the earl abſtracled flands, 
While ev'ry paſſion in it's turn commands; 

Till nature's ſtrongeſt pleas redoubled rife, 

And all the father iſſues ſrom his eye: — 

© Too, . 
© Return, return! my fon, my fon, my ſon 
Then, with a figh ſufficient to divide | 
The ſtrings of life, ſunk breathleſs by his five. 

„ „„ „ * 
Reliev'd, at length, from this ſad ſtate of woe, 
From ev'ry eye the ſtreams of forrow flow: 


Silent they weep—till now Rasi Elwin breaks 


Enough of grief——be it henceforth our care, 
Much as we may, the ravage to repair; 
6 And pleas'd I ſee contrition heave the breaſt, 
Where vice—the blackeſt vice o lately flood conſeſe d. 
O ſon Lothario—yet I call thee fon— | 
* What has thy guilt, the gulls and nectar dens 2 
* Paſſion demands a recompence ſevere, 


* But love parental drops the lified ſpear ; | 


Nor ſhall reflection interpoſe a wound, 


True, I had thought to ſee my fon allied 


* Among the firſt on Britain's roll of fame: the 
B 2 But 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
Supplies the place of titles, wealth, and birth: 
* And greatly injur'd by a prouder name, 


© Gains what that loſes, riſes with it's ſhame ; 
© THI, what at firft ſuperior ſplendor own'd, 
© Thro* guilt's depos'd, and humbler worth enthron'd. 
© Look down, Albina, then—the wand'rer take— 
© And © forgive him, for a father fake? 
© Kneel not to me—fon, daughter, brother dear, 


© It is too much —to Heav'n be all our pray'r. 


% Father ador'd ! preſerve us in thy way, 

«© Nor c'er permit our vagrant feet to ſtray ! 

* But O uplift us, with a parent's care, 

© Whene'er we fall in guilt's infidious ſnare! 

Let genuine penitence each crime atone ; 

« And flill, whate'er we feel, thy will be done!“ 
Long did Albina ſtruggle with diſeaſe, 

And health returning ebb'd by flow degrees: 

Nor knew Lothario one ſhort hour of reft, 


80 great the anguiſh of his troubled breaſt, 


Till, quite reliev'd from all the healing train, 
Each day, by ſome new means, Lothario ſtrove 
To gain ftill farther on Albina's love: 

And never penitent was more fincere ; 


More griev'd for what was paſt, from future guilt more clear. 


The focial converſe of endearing friends; 
The ruſtick ſports, where ſtrength with fill con: ends; 
The chearing breath that floats aloft in air, 
And bends the liſt'ning angel from his ſphere; 
The ſprightly dance, where grace and beauty join; 
Each ſource of blifs by mortals deem'd divine: 
Diſplay in turns variety of charms, 
And ſtrive to woo the fair to Pleaſure's arms 
And oft ſhe joins her friends in converſe ſweet, 


Os deignsto vifit where the ruſticks meet, 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 2 
With keilſal hand ofc Miles the trembliog inge. 1 


And adds new grace to beauty's gayeſt gs: 
Yet not to her theſe pleaſures ſeem divine; 2 84 
Chiefly ſhe joys the woodiand wilds to trace, 
To gaze delighted on her infant's face: 
In grateful ſtraius to her Creators praiſes © 
Who, when Defpair had ſeiz' d her coward heart, 
Gracious advanc'd, and fav'd the nobler part. aa 
One day Lothario, from the chace return'd, NN 
Surpriz'd Albina, and her grief diſcern j 
Caught her in all the dignity of woe, AN 
And faw the bitter ſtreams of anguiſh low. 
FE Ah, my lov'd lord!” exclaim'd the weeping fair, 
© You ſee a wretch unworthy of your care; 
* A wnech who thaught her felles goin? rokice, 
And hop'd, ere this, her ſorrows would ſubſide? 
© Yes, deareſt, beſt of men! Albina ftrove, 
Mauch as ſhe could, to recompenſe thy love; Ee 
To hide her pain from thy too fechng heart— * 
For, ah! ſhe knew, thou couldit not bear to part! 
And griev'd ſhe ſaw thy teaderneſs increaſe, : 
While each endearment wounded more her peace 
* Unhappy ſtate ! where ſtill aſfection grows, 
For the dear object we muſt ſhortly loſe ! 
When to the grave Albina ſhall deſcend, 
Let not our little cherub want a friend. 
* Alas! my love—bur O it would not be— 
For him I wiſh'd to live—for him and thee. 
Thy manly heart has fortitude to bear 
* The ills of life—and do not thou defpair ! 
For me——But O feel approaching death ! 
; ; EEE Rt OR Gore 
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Then with a figh that burſt her tortur'd breaſt, 
Gunk in his arms—and gain d eternal ret. 
But O what agony Lothario felt, 
As ver the breathleſs fair he frantick knelt !— 
And from his hapleſs head the flowing ringlets tore ! 
Cloſe by her fide he laid 2 moment's ſpace, 
Preis d her cold hands, and kifd her pallid face : 
Chaf d ev'ry limb, each feature anxious trac'd, 
Breath'd on her lips, and then again embrac'd. 
No furious roſe, rav'd, ſhriek d, and madly tore; 
Till nature, quite exhauſted, could no more: 
Then falling headlong by Albina's fide, 


THE EPITAPH. 

Beneath this flone a hapleſs pair, = 

In early youth to death confign'd, 
Together reſt from ev'ry care 

That deeply wounds the feeling mind. 
Albina, Fke a tender flow'r, 
Nipp'd by the thoughtleſs hand of love, 
Pines for her native root each hour, 

Nor aught of earthly bliſs can prove. 
Lothario mourns his eager haſſle, 
That foateh'd 100 bs the precious bloom; 


Diſtracted ſees the cruel waſte, 
And joins her in the darkſome tomb. 


To hovour juſt, O gen'rous youth ! 
While now you mourn Albina's fate, 
Reſolve on conſtancy and truth, 
Nor, like Lothario, grieve too late. 


THE 
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BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. | 
BY MR. POPE. 


ATHER of All! in ev'ry age, | 
In ev'ry clime ador'd, 

By faint, by ſavage, and by fage, 
_ Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 


Thou Great Firſt Cauſe, leaſt underſtood ! 

Who all my ſenſe cunſin d, 

To know but this, that Thou art good, 
And that myſelf am blind : 


Yet gave me, in this dark eſtate. 
10 fee the good from ill; 


Or warns me not to do: 
This, teach me more than hell to ſhun ; 


Lee 
For God is paid, when man receives ; 
T* enjoy, is to obey. 


Yet not to earth's contracted ſpan 
Thy goodneſs let me bound; 
Or think thee Lord alone of man, 
When thouſand worlds are round: 


BEAUTIES: or POETRY. 
__ Prefume thy bolts to throw; 
And deal damnation round the land, 
On each I judge thy foe. 


IF I am: right, thy grace impart, 


If 1 am wrong, O teach my heart 


To find that better way ! 


— Me. 5 
aa 


| Bcd mem eld narder's wor, 


To hide the fault I fee; 


That mercy I to others ſhew, 


That mercy ſhew to me. 


Mean tho” I am ; not wholly fo, 
Since quicken'd by thy breath : 
O lead me whereſo'er I go, 
Theo” this day's life or death. 


This day, be bread and peace my lot : 

All elſe beneath the fun, 

Thou know'ft if beſt beftow'd or not, 
And let thy will be done. 


To Thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace, 
Whoſe altar, earth, fea, flies; 
All Nature's incenſe riſe ! 


THE 
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Proud in their number to enzol your name ; ny 
And Anna's praiſes crown the vail applauſe; | 
Accept, great Leader! what the Muſe 
That in ambitious verſe — 
Fir'd and wanſported with « theme fo new, | 0 
Shine forth at once : hb, rin ip 
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Germania trembled thro” a hundred ftates. 

Great Leopold himfelf was feind with fear ; 

He gad around, but faw no faccour near: 

He gaz'd ; and half-gbandon'd to deſpair 

His hopes on Heav'n, and confidence in pray'r. 
To Britain's queen the nations turn their eyes; . 

In Anna's councils and in Churchill's arms. 


Thrice happy Britain ! from the kingdoms rent, 


To fit the guardian of the continent ! 
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That fees her braveſt fon advanc'd fo high, | 


And flouriſhing fo near her prince's eye. 
Thy frites grow not up by Fortune's ſport, 
Or from the crimes or follies of a court; 


On the firm baſis of deſert they riſe, | 
From long-try'd faith, and friendſhip's holy ties. 
Their fov'reign's well-diſtinguiſh'd fniles they ſhare, | 
Her ornaments in peace, her firength in war. 
The nation thanks them with a publick voice ; 
By ſhow'rs of bleſſings, Heav'n approves their choice : 
Envy itſelf is dumb, in wonder loſt; 


Soon as oft vernal breezes warm the ſky, 
Britannia”s colours in the zephyrs fly : 
Her chief already has his march begun, 
nas the yragreb of the maring war. 
Delightful ffiream! had Nature bid her fall 
Is diftant climes, far from the perjur'd Gaul : 
But now a purchaſe to the fword the lies ; 
Her harveſts for uncertain owners riſe ; 
Each vineyard doubtful of it's maſter grows, 
And to the victor s bowl each vintage flows. 
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The long laborious march he firſt ſurveys. 


The mighty ſcheme of all his labours caſts - 
Forming the wond”xous year within his thought, 
LR 


And joins the diftant Danube to the Maeſe ; - 
Berwern whoſe floods ach pate forks grow, 


Such mountains riſe, ſo many rivers low: > 


The toil looks lovely in the hero's eyes, 
And danger ſerves but to enhance the prize. 
Big with the fate of Europe, he renews 
Infected by the burning Scorpion's heat, | 
Till on the bgtders of the Mayne he finds 
Unnumber'd ſcenes of ſervitude behold ; 
Nations of flaves, with tyranny debas'd, 
(Their Maker's image more than half defac'd ;) 
Hourly ĩnſtructed, as they urge their toil, 


To prize their queen, and love their native foil. 


Still to the riſing ſun they take their way - 
When now the Neckar, on it's friendly coaſt, 
The midnight watches and the noon-day heats. 


Fine v'ry been, a — 
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That wander'd on her banks, her heroes ghoſts, 
| The vengeance due to their great deaths was neat. 
Our godlikt leader, ere the fiream he paſe'd, 
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| Riſe up in hideous views, the guilt of was ; 
Whilſt here the vine o'er hills of ruin climbs, 

Induſtrious to conceal great Bourbon's crimes. 
At length, the fame of England's hero drew 
Eugenio to the glorious interview. 

Great ſouls by inflin® to each other turn, 
Demand alliance, and in friendſhip burn : 

A fadden friendſhip, while with firetch'd-out rays 
— Polifh'd in courts, and harden'd in the field, 
Renown'd for conqueſt, and in council ſkil'd ; 
Their courage dwells not in a troubl'd flood 
Lig d in the foul, with virtue over-rul'd, 
Inflam'd by reaſon, and by-reafon cool'd ; 

In hours of peace content to be unknown, 

And only in the field of battle ſhown. 
To fouls like theſe, in mutual friendſhip join'd, 
Heav'n dares intruſt the cauſe of human-kind. 
Britannia's graceful ſons appear in arms, 
Her harafs'd troops the hero's preſence warms; 
Whilſt the high hills and rivers all around, 

Wick thund'ring peals of Britiſh ſhouts refound : 
And ſmells his footſteps in the tainted dews, 

But when the ſeent comes warm in ev'ry breeze, 
On his full ſtrench, and bears upon his prey. 

Th' immortal Schellemberg appears at laſt: 

Like hills th” aipiring ramparts riſe on high, 

Like vallies at their fect the trenches lie ; 


s 
lus 
It 
Dy 
25 
5 
XS 
* 
4. 
* 
0 
\ * 


BHAUTIES OF POLTRY. 8 


Whilſt in their wombs ten thouſand thunders fleep. 

Great Churchill owns, charm'd with the H. 

I RNS 

The weſtern fun now ſhot a feeble a. 

Ew'ning approach'd ; but 6k ! what hoſts of foes 9 

Thick' ning their ranks, and wedg'd in firm array, 

In vain the cannon their throng'd war defac'd 

Still preſſing forward to the fight, they broke 
Thro flames of ſulphur and a night of ſmoke; 

And bore their fierce avengers to the foe. | 

High on the works the mingling hoſts engage ; 

The battle, (kindled into tenfold rage, - 

With ſhow'rs of bullets, and with florms of fire) 
Burns in full fury; heaps on heaps expice ; 
Nations with nations mux'd confus'dly die, 
And loft, in one promiſcuous carnage lie. 

New to the field; and heroes in the bluom ! 

To march where Britons never march'd before ; 
(O fatal love of fame ! O glorious heat ! 
Only deſtructive to the brave and great l) 
After fuch toils o'ercome, fuch dangers paſt, 
_ Stretch'd on Bavarian ramparts breathe their laſt. 

But hold, my Muſe! may no complaints appear, 

Nor blot the day with an ungrateful tear ; 

While Marlbrö lives Britannia's ſtars diſpenſe 

A friendly light, and thine in innocence ; 
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22 ' BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
When er his friends retire or foes ſucceed ; 
"Thoſe he fapports, theſe drives to ſudden flight, 
And wrns the various fortune of the fight. 
Foabear, great man! renown'd in ums! forbear 
To brave the thickeſt terrors of the war; 
Nor hazard thus, confus'd in crowds of foes, 
This ſcorn of danger and contempt of fate. 
Thou liv not for thyſelf ; thy queen demands 
And Europe's deſtiny depends on thine. 
Atleagth, the long-diſpured paſs they gain, 
By crouded armies fortify'd in vain. 
Tbe war breaks in; the ferce Bararians yield, 
And fee their camp with Britiſh legions fill d. 
So Belgian mounds bear on their ſhatter'd fides, 
The ſea's whole weight increas'd with felling tides ; 
But if the ruſhing wave a paſſage finds, 
Enrag'd by wat'ry moons and warring winds, 
The trembling peaſant ſees his country round 
Cover'd with tempeſts, and in oceans drown'd. 
The few ſarviving foes diſpers d in flight, 
(Refuſe of ſwords, and gleanings of a fight) 
In ev'ry ruſtling wind the viftor hear, 
And Marlbre's form in ev'ry ſhadow fear; | 
To Donavert, with unreſiſted force, 
The gay vifiorious army bends it's courſe. 
Whatever ſpoils Bavaria's ſummer yields, . 
(The Danube's great increaſe) Britannia ſhares, 
The food of armies and fupport of wars: 
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With magazines of death, deſtructive balk, 
And cannon doom'd to batter Landau*s walls, 
Deluded princs ! how is thy greatneſs croſ d. 
And all the gaudy dream of empire loſt, 
That proudly ſet thee on a fancy'd throne, 
And made imaginary realms thy own ! 
Shall ſhortly ſeek for ſhelter from the Rhane ; 
Nor find it there : ſurrounded with alarms, 
Thou hopꝰſt. th aſſiſtance of the Gallick arms. 
The Gallick arms in fafety ſhall advance, 
And croud thy ſtandards with the pow'r of France; 
While, to exalt thy doom, th aſpiring Gaul 
Shares thy deſtruftion, and adorns thy fall. 
Unbounded courage and compaſſion join'd, 
Temp'ring each other in the viftor's mind. 
Alternately proclaim him good and great, 
And make the hero and the man compleat. 
Long did he firive th” obdurate foe to gain 
By proffer'd grace, but long he ſtrove in vain ; 
Till, fir'd at length, he thinks it vam to ſpare 
His ring wrath, and gives a looſe to war. 
In vengeance rouz'd, the foldier fills his hand 
With ſword and fire, and ravages the land ; 
A thouſand villages to aſhes turns, 72 
In crackling flames a thouſand harveſts burns. 
To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat, 


And, mix'd with bellowing herds, confus*dly biet; 


Their trembling Jords the common ſhade partake, 
And cries of infants found in ev'ry brake: 
The li&ning follier fix*d in ſorrow fands, 
Loth to obey his leader's juſt commands; 
To fee his juſt commands fo well obey d. 
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In fhriller clangors animates the war; 
Conſed rate drums in fuller concert beat, 
Unfurl their gilded lilies in the wind ; 
And while the thick embattled hoſt he views, 
| Stretch'd out in deep array and dreadful length, 
His heart dilates, and glories in his ſtrength. 
The fatal day it's mighty courſe began, 
That the griev'd world had long defir'd in vain. | 
States that their new captivity bemoan'd, 
Armies of martyrs that in exile groan'd, 
Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons heard, 
And pray'rs in bitterneſs of foul preferr'd; | 
Europe's loud cries, that Providence afail'd, 
And Anna's ardent vows at length prevail'd : 
The day was come, when Heav'n defign'd to ſhow 
His care and conduct of the world below. | 


Behold, in awful march and dread array, 
The long-extended ſquadrons ſhape their way ! 
An anxious horror to the braveſt hearts : 
| Yet do their beating breaſts demand the firife, 
And thisit of glory quells the love of life. | 
No vulgar fears can Britiſh minds controul ; | 
Heat of revenge, and noble pride of foul, 

- GFfcrlook the for, advantag'd by his poſt, 
Leſſen his numbers, and contract his hoft. 

Tho” fens and floods pollefs'd the middle ſpace, 
That unprovok'd they would have fear'd to paſs; 
Nor Ens nor floods can flop Britannia's bands, 


When her proud foc rang d on their borders ſtands. 


But, O! my Muſe, what numbers wilt thou find 


| To fg the furious troops in baule jcin'd ! 


Methinks 


Contempt and fury fire their ſouls by turns, 
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Methinks I hear the drums tumultuous found, 
The victors ſhouts and dying groans confound ; 
The dreadful burſt of cannon read the fries, 
And all the thunder of the battle rife ! | +a 
-Twas then — aighay foul was yoan'd— 
That, in the ſhock of charging hoſts unmov'd, 
Amidf confuſion, horror, and deſpair, 
Examin'd all the dreadful ſcenes of war: | 
In peaceful thought the ficld of death furvey'd ; 
To fainting ſquadrons ſent the timely aid; 
Inſpir'd repuls'd battakons to engage, 
And taught the doubtful battle where to rage. 
So, when an angel, by Divine command, 
With riſing tempeſts ſhakes a guilty land, 
(Such as of late o'er pale Britannia paſ d) 
Calm and ſerene he drives the furious blaſt; 
And, pleas'd th* Almighty's orders to perform, 
Rides in the whirlwind, and directs the florm. 
But fee ! the haughty houſhold troops advance, 
The dread of Europe, and the pride of France : 
The war's whole art each private ſoldier knows, 
And with a gen'ral's love of conqueſt glows. 
Proudly he marches on ; and, void of fear, 
Laughs at the ſhaking of the Britiſh ſpear. 
Vain infolence ! with native freedom brave, 
The meaneſt Briton ſcorns the higheſt ſlave ; 


Each nation's glory in each warrior burns ; 

Each fights as in his arm th* important day, 

And all the fate of his great monarch, lay : 

A thouſand glorious actions, that might claim 
Triumphant laurels and immortal fame, 

Confus'd in crowds of glorious aftions lie, 

And troops of heroes undiſtinguiſh'd die. 

O Dormer ! how can I behold thy fate, 

And not the wonders of thy youth relate! | 
_ How 
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The rout begins; the Gallick ſquadrons run, 
CompelP'd in crowds to mert the fare they ſhun ; 
' Thouſands of fiery fieeds, with wounds transfix'd, 

Floating i , with their dead maſters mix'd, 
mT? and ftandards driv'n around, 


Or founding borders of the rapid Rhine; 
Or where the Sicne her flow'ry fields divides, 


Or where the Loire thro* winding vineyards glides, 


In heaps the rolling billows fireep away, 
And into Scythian ſeas their bloated corſe* convey. 


Beholds the various havock of the fight : 
His waving banners, that ſo oft had flood 
Planted in fields of death and fireams of blood; 
And rife triumphant in the fatal breach ; 
Or pierce the broken foe”s remoreſ lines; 
The hardy veteran with tears reſigns. 
Unfortunate Tallard !—oh ! who can name 
The. pangs of rage, of eee, and of ſhame, 
"That with mix'd wank in thy boſom foelPd, 
When firſt thou fas N thy braveſt woops repell'd ! 
Thine only ſon pierc'd with a deadly wound, 
Choak'd in his blood, and gaſping on the ground! 
ThyfelF in bondage by the ee keys 
The chief, the father, and the capuve, wept. 
An Englith Mule is touch'd with gen'rous woe, 
And in th unhappy man forgets the for. 
Greatly diſtre('d | thy loud complaints forbear ; 
Blame not the turns of Fate and chance of war: 


Troops of buld youths, borne on the diſtant Soane, 
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Give thy brave foes their due, nor bluſh to own 
The fatal field by ſuch great leaders won ; 
The keld whence fam d Eugenio bore away 


Only the ſecond honours of the day. 


With floods of gore that from the vanquiſh'd _. 
The marſhes ftagnate, and the rivers ſwell. 
Mountains of flain lie heap'd upon the ground, 

Or midf the roarings of the Danube drown'd : 
Whole captive hoſts the conqueror detains 


In painful bondage and inglorious chains. 


E'en thoſe who 'ſcape the fetters and the fword, 
Nor ſeek the fortunes of a happier lord ; 

Their raging king diſhonours, to compleat 
Malbr6's great work, and finiſh the defeat. 


From Memminghen's high domes and Augſburg's walls, 


The diſtant battle drives th inſulting Gayls : 


Freed by the terror of the victor's name, 

The reſcu'd ftates his great protection claim; 
Whilſt Ulme th' approach of her deliv'rer waits, 
And longs to open her obſequious gates. 

The hero's breaſt fill fivells with great deſigns ; 
In ev'ry thought the tow'ring genius ſhines : 
If to the foe his dreadful courſe he bends, 
O'er the wide continent his march extends ; 
If fieges in his lab'ring thoughts are form'd, 


If to the fight his ative ſoul is bent, 

The fate of Europe turns on it's event! 

An ation worthy his viftorious ſword ? 

Where will he next the flying Gaul defeat, 

To make the feries of his toils compleat ? 

Where the fwoln Rhine, ruſhing with all it's force, 

Divides the hoſtile nations in it's courſe ; 

While each contracts it's bounds, or wider grows, 

Enlarg'd or ſtraiten d as the river flows ; 
D 3 
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| on Gallia's fide a mighty bulwark kunde, 
That all the wide-extended plain commands. 
"Twace, fince the war 
The viftor's rage, and twice has chang'd it's fide : 
As oft whole armies, with a prize eee 
Have the long fammer on it's walls employ'd. | 
Hither our nughty chief his arms direfts, 
Hence future triumphs from the war expects; 
And, tho” the Dog-flar had it's courſe begun, 
Carries his arms fall nearer to the fun: 
Fix'd on the glorious action, he forgets 
The change of ſeaſons and increaſe of heats. 
The roving Gaul, to his own bounds reftrain'd, 
Learns to encamp within his native land ; 2285 
But ſoon as the victorious hoſt he ſpies, 
From hill to hill, from ſtream to ſtream he flies: 
Such dire impreſſions on his heart remain 
Of Marlbrs's fword and Hockfter's fatal plain. 
In vain Britannia's mighty chief beſets 
Their ſhady coverts and obſcure retreats : 
They fly the conqueror's approaching fame, 
That bears the force of armies in his name. 
Sceptres and thrones are deftin'd to obey ; 
Whoſe boaſted anceſtry fo high extends, 
That in the Pagan gods his lineage ends; 
Comes from afar, in gratitude to own 
The great ſupporter of his father's throne. 
What tides of glory to his boſom ran, 
Claſp'd in th' embraces of the godlike man 
To fee fuch fire with fo much fweetneſs mix'd ; 
Suck eaſy ::catn*fs, ſuch a graceful port, 
So turn'd and finiſh'd for the camp or court! 


bars OF POETRY. 
And Nireus ſhone but in the ſecond place: . N 
father of almighty Rome 


And learns to conquer in the hero's fight. * 


The Britiſh chief, for mighty toils W 
Iacreas'd in titles, and with conqueſts crown'd, TIO 
To Belgian coaſts his tedious manch renews, — * 
Clearing it's borders from uſurping foes, e A 
And bleſs'd by reſcu' d nations as he goes. 2 
Treves fears no more, freed from it's dire alarms, \ 
And Traerbach feels the terror of his arms: 
Seated on rocks, her proud foundations ſhake, 
While Marlbrö preſſes to the bold attack ; 
Plants all his batt'ries, bids his cannon roar, 
Scar'd at his near approach, great Louis fears 
Vengeance referv'd for his declining years; 
Forgets his thirſt of univerſal ſway, 
And ſcarce can teach his ſubjefts to obey : 
His arms he finds on vain attempts employ'd, 
Th” ambitious projects for his race deſtroy'd ; 
The works of ages funk in one Campaign, 
And lives of millions fGacrific'd in vain. 
Such are th' effefts of Anna's royal cares. 
Ranges thro? nations, whereſoc'er dizjoin'd, , a 
Without the wonted aid of fea and wind? 
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By her th“ unfetter'd Iſter's ſtates are free, 

And tafte the fweets of Englit liberty. 

But who can tell the joys of thoſe that lie 

Beneath the conſtant influence of her eye! 

Whilſt in diffuſive ſhow'rs her bounties fall, 

Like Heav'n's indulgence, and deſcend on all; 

Secure the happy, foccour the difre&'s, 
Thus would I fain Britannia's wars rehearſe, 

In the ſmooth records of a faithful verſe ; 

That, if fack numbers can Oer time prevail, 

May tell poſterity the wondrous tale. 

When actions, unadorn d, are faint and weak, 

Cities and countries muſt be taught to ſpeak ; 

Gods may deſcend in faftions from the ſkies, 

And rivers from their cozy beds ariſe ; 

Fiftion may deck the truth with ſpurious rays, 

And round the hero caſt a borrow'd blaze : 

And proudly ſhine in their own native light ; 

Nais'd of themſelves, their genuine charms they boaft, 

And thoſe who paint em trueſi—praiſe em moſt. 


THE PASSIONS. 


an ODE. 


BY MR. COLLINS. 
1&4 — heavenly maid, was young ; 
While yet in carly Greece ſhe ſang ; 
The Paſſions oft, to hear her hell, 
Throng'd around her magick cell, 
Tanks * 2 
Poſlcfs'd beyond the Mule's painting : 
By turns they felt the glowing mind 
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Fil'd with fory, rapt, inſpir'd, 
From the ſupporting myriles rand, =» 
They fnatch'd her inſtruments of found: 
And as they oft had heard apart 

Sweet lens of her focceful art, = 
Each (for Madack wurd the hour) 


Firſt, Fear, his hand, it's kill to wy, 
And back recoiPd, he knew not why, 
E'en at the found himſelf had made. 


Next, Anger ralh'd; kis eyes on fire, 

| In lightnings own d his fecret fing: 

In one rude dat he firuck the lyre, 

And fwept with hurried hand the firings 


With woeful meaſures, wan Deſpair, 

Low fullen ſounds his grief beguil'd: 
A ſolemn, firange, and mingled air; 

Tuns fad by fits, by farts tuns wild, 


But thou, O Hope, with eyes fo fair, 
What was thy delighted meaſure? 

Still it whiſper'd promis d pleafure, 

And bade the lovely feenes at diſtance hail ! 
Still would her touch the firain prolong, 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 

She call'd on Echo fill thro? all the fong 3 
And where her ſweeteſt theme the choſe, 

| A ſoft reſponſive voice was heard at every cloſe, 


And longer had the ſang—but, with a frown, 
Revenge unpatient roſe : 
He threw his blood-ſtain'd 


ward in thander down ; 


And, 
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And blew a bind b loud ind dread, "IWF: 2& 
Were ne'er prophetick founds fo full of woe. = 
And ever and anom he beat | 
| And th? wee, each dreary pan berween, 
Dejetied en, at his fide, - 
. applied z —== 
Yer fiill he kept his wild unalter'd mien, 
While cach firain'd ball of fight ſeem'd burffing from his head, 


Bp nant; Wd. wo nought were bd: 

Sad proof of thy difrefful fate? 
Of differing themes the vearing fong was mird: 
—— op Tam: 


Wick eyes up-raiv's, a one inſpir'd, | 
n 
Pour d thro” the mellow horn her penſive ſoul: 
Bubbling runnels join'd the funds 
Thro' glades and glooms the mingled meaſure ſtole, 
Or o'er ſome haunted ftreams with fond delay, 

Round an holy calm diffuſing, 


Love of peace and lonely muſing, x 
In bellows mermers God away. 


But O, how aher's was it's rightizer tone! | 
When Chearfulnefs, a nymph of healthieſt hue, 
Her bow acroſs her ſhoulder flung, 
Her buſkins gemm'd with morning dew, 
K —ů— 
The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known. | 


The 
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The oak-crown'd Siſters, and their chaſte-ey'd Queen, 
Satyrs and Sylvan boys were ſeen, 


Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 
Brown Exerciſe rejoic'd to hear, 


And Spert hay'e up and ſciz'd his beechen ſpear. 


He with viny crown advancing, 
Firſt to the lively pipe his hand added: 
But ſoon he ſaw the briſk awakening viol, 
Whoſe ſweet entrancing voice he lov'd the beſt. 
They would have thought, who heard the firain, 
They faw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
—_ Amidit the feftal founding fades, 
To ſome unwearied minſtrel dancing. 
While, as his flying fingers kifs'd the firings, 
Love, fram'd with Mirth, a gay fantaftick round, 
Looſe were her treſſes ſeen, her ane unbound; 
And he, amidft his frolick play, 
As if he would the charming air repay, 
Shook thouſand odours from his dewy wings. 


O Muſick, ſphere-deſcended maid, 

Friend of pleaſure, wifdom's aid, 

Why, Goddeſs, why to us denied? 

Lay'f thou thy ancient lyre aſide ? 

As in that lov'd Athenian bower, 

Tou learn'd an all-commanding power, 
Thy mimick foul, O nymph endear'd, 
Can well recall what then it heard. 

Where is thy native, ſimple heart, 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art? 
Ariſe, as in that elder time, 
Warm, energick, chaſte, fublime ! 
Thy wonders, why — yn 
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is faid, and I believe the tale, 
Had more of firength, diviner rage, 
Than all which charms this laggard age; 

_ Feen all at once together found 

: Cecilia's mingled world of found. — 
O bid our vain endeavours ceaſe ! 
Revive the juſt deſigns of Greece ! 
Return in all thy ſimple flate ! 
Confirm the tales her fons relate! 
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THE VISIONS OF FANCY. 


IN Foun cls. 
BY DR. LANGHORNE. 


Mais elle en faifit les douceurs : 
Elle a beſvin de ces fantomes, 
Preſque tous les plaifirs des hommes 
Ne ſont que de douces erreurs. GREESEST. 


ELEGY I. 
HILDREN of Fancy, whither are ye fled? 
Where have ye borne thoſe hope-enliven'd hours, 


That once beſtrew'd my vernal path with flow rs? 


in yon fair vale, where blooms the beechen grove, 


To theſe fond arms you led the tyrant Love, 
With Fear, and Hope, and Folly, in his train. 


My lyre, that, left at careleſs diſtance, hung 
Light on ſome pale branch of the oſier ſhade, 
To lays of am vous blandifiment you firang, 


And o'er my fleep the Julling muſick play'd. 


6 Reſt, 
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© Reft, gentle youth ! while on the quiz ring breeze 
© Slides to thine ear this foftly breathing firain's © 

* Sounds that move ſmoother than the legs of eaſe, | | 
And pour oblivion in the ear of pain. 8 


„ In this fair vale eternal Spring ſhall ſmile, Ay 
| * And Time unenvious crown each roſeate hour; : 
© Eternal joy ſhall ev'ry care begwle, 

* Breathe in each gale, and bloom in ev'ry flow'r. 


© This filver ſtream, that down it's cryſtal way, 
« Frequent has led thy muſing ſteps along, 

„Shall, ftill the fame, in funny mazes play, 
And with it's murmurs melodize thy ſong. 


© Unfading green ſhall theſe fair groves adorn ; | 
© Thoſe living meads immortal flow'rs unfold ; 

© In roſy fmiles ſhall riſe each bluſhing morn, 
And ev'ry evening cloſe in clouds of gold. 


And round thee flow'rs and balmy myrtles firew ; 
© Shall charm, thro” all approaching life, thy breaſt, 
* With joys for ever pure, for ever new. 


6 The genial power that ſpeeds the golden dart, 
_ © Each charm of tender paſſion ſhall inſpire; 

* With fond affetion fill the mutual heart, 
And feed the flame of ever-young Deſire. 


© Come, gentle loves! your myrtle garlands bring; 
© The ſmiling bow'r with cluſter d roſes fpread; 

Come, gentle airs | with incenſe-dropping wing, * 
The breathing fweets of vernal odour ſhed. 
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© Hark! as the ſtrains of fwelling muſick riſe, 
© How the notes vibrate on the fring gale ! 


© Auſpicious glories beam along the ſkies, ! 
* Extatick hours ! fo ev'ry diſtant day, f 


* Like this ſerene, on downy wings ſhall move ; 
© Riſe crown'd with joys that triumph o'er decay, 
* The faithful joys of Fancy and of Love.” 


ELEGY u. 


AND woe hey ain, thoſe fothing lays ye ſung ? 
Children of Fancy! yes, your ſong was vain; 
On each ſoft air though rapt Attention hung, 

And Silence liften'd on the fleeping plain. 


The firains yet vibrate on my raviſh'd ear, 
Like the faint traces of a vaniſh'd dream. 


Mirror of life ! the glories thus depart 
OF all that Youth and Love and Fancy frame; 
Or Envy blaſts the blooming flow'rs of Fame. 


Nurſe of wild wiſhes, and of fond defires, 

The propheteſs of Fortune, falſe and vain ; 
To ſcenes where Peace in Ruin's arms expires, | 
Fallacious Hope defudes her haplefs train. 


Go, Syren, go——thy charms on others try z 

My beaten bark at length has reach'd the ſhore : 
Yet on the rock my dropping garments lie ; | 
Anil let me periſh, if I truſt thee more! 
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Come, gentle Quiet ! long-neglefted maid ! 
O come, and lead me to thy moſſy cell! 
There unregarded in the peaceful ſhade, 


Come, happier hours of ſweet unanxious reſt, 
When all the ſtruggling paſſions ſhall ſubſide ; 
When Peace ſhall claſp me to her plumy breaſt, 
And ſmooth my ſilent minutes as they glide. 


But chief, thou goddeſs of the thoughtleſs eye, 
Whom never cares or paſſions diſcompoſe, 
O, bleſt Inſenſibility, be nigh, 


Then ſhall the cares of Love and Glory ceaſe, 


And all the fond anxieties of Fame ; 


Alike regardleſs in the arms of Peace, 


I theſe extol, or thoſe debaſe a name. 


In Lyttelton, though all the Muſes praiſe, 
His gen'rous praiſe ſhall then delight no more; 

Nor the fweet magick of his tender lays, 
Shall touch the boſom which it charm'd before. 


Shall theſe deprive me of a moment's reſt. 


O ſtate to be defir'd ! when hoſtile rage 
Prevails in human more than ſavage haunts ; 
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It's cares, it's wiſhes, and it's thoughts to pour, 


Vain man! to others failings ſtill ſevere, 
Yet not one foible in himſelf can find; 
 Another's faults to Folly's eye are clear, 
But to her own een Wiſdom's ſelf is blind ! 
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O let me ſtill, from theſe low follies free, 
Myſelf the ſubject of my cenfure be, 3 
And teach my heart to comment on my life. 


With thee, Philoſophy, ſtill let me dwell, 
My tutor'd mind from vulgar meanneſs fave ; 
Bring Peace, bring Quiet to my humble cell, 


"ELEGY m. 


Ber o'er the green hills roſe the morning ray, 

The woodlark's fong refounded on the plain ; 
Fair Nature felt the warm embrace of day, 
And fmuPd thro” all her animated reign. 


When young Delight, of Hope and Fancy born, 
His head on tufted wild-thyme half reclin'd, 
Caught the gay colours of the orient morn, 


O born to thoughts, to pleaſures more ſublime, 
© Than beings of inferior nature prove! 

* To winamp in the golden hours of Time, 
© And feel the charms of Fancy and of Love! 


* High- 
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© High-favour'd man! for him unfolding fair 
In orient light this native landſcape fmiles ; 
For him ſweet Hope difarms the hand of Care, . 


„ Exalts his pleaſures, and his grief beguiles. 


< Blows not a bloſſom on the breaſt of Spring, 
© Breathes not a gale along the bending mead, 

© 'Trills not a ſongſter of the foaring wing, 
« But fragrance, health, and melody, ſucceed. 


* O let me flill with fimple Nature live, 
© My lowly field-flowers on her altar lay; 
© Enjoy the bleſſings that ſhe meant to give, 
And calmly waſte my inoffenfive day ! 


© No titled name, no-envy-teazing dome, = 
No glitt'ring wealth my tutor'd wiſhes crave : 
© So Health and Peace be near my humble home, 
A cool ſtream murmur, and a green tree wave. 


* So may the ſweet Euterpe not diſdain 

At Eve's chaſte hour her ſilver lyre to bring ; 
The muſe of pity wake her ſoothing ſtrain, 
And tune to ſympathy the trembling firing. 


Thus glide the penſive moments o'er the vale, 
* While floating ſhades of duſky night deſcend : 
© Not left untold the lover's tender tale, 
Nor unenjoy'd the heart-enlarging friend. 


0 To love and friendſhip flow the ſocial bowl ! 
© To attick wit and elegance of mind; 
< To all the native beauties of the foul, 
© The imple charms of truth, und fenſe refs! 
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ELEGY 1V. 


O"' _ deluding viſions, ſtay ! 
Fond hopes, of Innocence and Fancy born ! 


For you P' caſt theſe waking thoughts away ; 
269 phacbar to, 4: amr mr 


Ah! no: — o'er each edjolt frond 
By flatt'ring Hope, the flow'rs that blew fo fair ; 


Like the gay gardens of Armida fled, 
And vanilh'd from the powerful rod of Care. 


nnr 
Plans his dear journey to Loreito's ſhrine: 
Seems on his way by guardian ſeraphs brought; 


Ambroſial bloſſoms, ſuch of old as blew 
By thoſe freſh founts on Eden's happy plain, 
And Sharon's roſes all his paſſage firew! 
So Fancy dreams—but Fancy's dreams are vain. 


| Waſted and weary, on the mountain's fide, 
Or takes ſome ruthleſs robber for his guide, 


Life's morning-landſcape, gilt with orient Eght, 
Where Hope, and Joy, and Fancy, hold their reign ; 
The grove”s green wave, the blue ſtream ſparkling bright, 
The blythe hours dancing round Hyperion's wain ; 


In radiant colours Youth's free hand pourtrays, 
Then holds the flattering tablet to his eye; 
Nor ſees the dark cloud gathering o'er the ky. 

F Hence 
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Hence Fancy, conquer'd by the dart of Pain, 
And wand'ring far from her Platonick ſhade, 
Mourns o'er the ruins of her tranſient reign, 


Their parent baniſh'd, hence her children fly; 
The fairy race that fili her feſtive train: 
Joy tears his wreath, and Hope inverts her eye, 
And Folly wonders that her dream was vain. 


THE IGNORANCE 
BY THE REV. MX. MERRICK. 


&/ With hunger, thirſt, and pain; 
That aſks to have the wants reliev'd, 
It knows not to complain. 


Aloud the ſpeechleſs ſuppliant cries, 
And utters, as it can, 
The woes that in it's boſom riſe, 


Life's various ſorrows try, 
(Sad proof gf fſin's tranſmiſſive pow'r l) 
2 Lord! am I. 


A childhood yet my thoughts confeſs, 
Tho?” long in years mature; 


Unknowing whence I feel diſtreſs, 
And where, or what it's cure. 


OF MAN. 


EHOLD yon new-born infant, griev'd 


Author 
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Author of Good! to thee I turn: 
Thy ever wakeful eye 

Alone can all my wants diſcern, 
Thy hand alone fupply. 

O let thy fear within me dwell, 


And O! by Error's force ſubdu'd, 


Not to my wiſh, but to my want, 
Unaſk'd, what good thou knoweſt grant; 
What ill, tho* aſk'd, deny. 


AN ELEGIACK EPISTLE 
TO A FRIEND. 
BY MR. GAY*. | 
RIEND of my youth, ſhedd'ſt thou the pitying tear | 


O'er the fad reliques of my happier days? 
Of nature tender, as of foul fincere, 


Pour'ſt thou for me the melancholy lays ? 


Oh, truly faid !—the diſtant landicape bright, 


Whoſe vivid colours glitter d on the eye, 
Is faded now, and ſunk in ſhades of night, 


* Wiitten when he laboured under a dejedtion of ſpirits. | 
F 2 | et 
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Vet had I hop'd, when firſt, in happier times, 
F trod the magick paths where Fancy led, 

The Muſe to foiter in more friendly climes, 
Where never Mis'ry rear'd it's hated head. 


Friend after friend, joy after joy, is loſt! 
My deareſt wiſhes feed the fun ral fires, 
And life is purchas'd at too dear a colt ! 


Yet, could my heart the ſelfiſh comfort know, 
That not alone I murmur and complain, 

Well might I find companions in my woe; 
All born to grief—the family of Pain! 


Full well I know, in life's uncertain road, 
The thorns of mis'ry are profuſely ſown ; 
Full well I know, in this low vile abode, 


Born to a happier ſtate, how many pine 
Beneath th” opprefſor's pow'r—or feel the ſmart 
Of bitter want—or foreign evils join 

To the fad fymptoms of a broken heart! 


How many, fated from their birth to view 
Misfortunes growing with their rip'ning years, 

The fame fad track, thro” various ſcenes, purſue, 
Still journeying onward thro” a vale of tears. 


To them, alas! what boots the light of heav'n, 


While ſtill new mis'ries mark their deſtin'd way; 


Whether to their unhappy lot be giv'n 
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Me not ſuch themes delight !—I more rejoice, 
When chance ſome happier, better change I fee ; 


For why ſhould he who roves the dreary waſte, 
Still joy on ev'ry fide to view the gloom ? 
Or, when upon the couch of ſickneſs plac'd, 
Well pleas'd ſurvey a hapleſs neighbour's tomb ? 


If e'er a gleam of comfort glads my foul, | : 
If er my brow to wonted ſmiles unbends z: 
'Tis when the fleeting minutes, as they roll, 
Can add one gleam of pleaſure to my friends ! 


E'en in theſe ſhades, the laſt retreat of grief, 
Some tranſient bleſſings will that thought beflow ; 
To Melancholy's ſelf yield ſome relief, _ 


Long has my bark in rudeſt tempeſt taſs d, ; 
Buffetted ſeas, and ſtemm'd life's hoſtile wave: 

Suffice it now, in all my wiſhes croſ d, 

To ſeek a peaceful harbour in the grave. 


And when that hour ſhall come, (as come it muſt, 
And all it's fond purſuits and troubles ceaſe ; 


Receive me on th irremeable ſhore ; 
When life's frail glaſs has run it's lateſt fand, 
And the dull jeſt, repeated, charms no more : 


* @ 
* | Then 
A | . | 
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Then may my friend weep o'er the fun'ral hearſe ; 
Then may his preſence gild the awful gloom ; 
And his laſt tribute be ſome mournful verſe, 
To mark the ſpot that holds my filent tomb 


This, and no more—the reſt let Heav'n provide: 
To which, reſign'd, I truſt my weal or woe; 
Aſſur d, howe'er it's juſtice ſhall decide, 
To find nought worſe than I have left below. 


ODE TO MELANCHOLY. 


BY DR. OGILVIE. 


AIL, queen of thought ſublime! propitious Pow'r, 


Who ver tl” unbounded waſte art joy d to roam; 
Led by the Moon, when at the midnight hour 


O bear me, goddeſs, to thy peaceful feat ! 

Whether to Hecla's cloud-wrapt brow convey'd, 

Or lodg'd where mountains ſcreen thy deep retreat, 
Or wand'ring wild thro? Chili's boundleſs ſhade. = 


Say, rove thy ſteps o'er Libia's naked waſte ? 
Or ſeck fome diſtant folitary ſhore ? 

Or on the Andes? topmoſt mountain plac'd, 
Do'ſt fit and hear the folemn thunder roar ? 


Fix'd on ſome hanging rock's projected brow, 
Hear'ſ thou low murmurs from the diſtant dome? 

Or ſtray thy feet where pale dejected Woe 

Pours her long wail from ſome lamented tomb ? 


* Hark 
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Hark ! yon deep echs firikes the trembling ear ! 
See Night's dun curtain wraps the darkſome pole! 

O'er heav'n's blue arch yon rolling worlds appear, 
And rouze to folemn thought th' afpiring foul. 


O lead my ſteps beneath the moon's dim ray, 
Where Tadmor ftands all defart and alone 


Where fell-ey'd tygers, all athirſt for blood, 
Roams o'er the wild where once great Babel ſtood: 


That queen of nations! whoſe ſuperior call 
Rouz'd the broad eaſt, and bid her arms deftroy ! 
When warm'd to mirth—let Judgment mark her fall, 

And deep Reflection daſh the lip of Joy. 


Short is Ambition's gay, deceitful dream ; 

Though wreaths of blooming laure! bind her brow; 
Calm Thought diſpels the viſionary ſcheme, 
And Time's cold breath diffolves the with'ring bough. 


Slow as ſome miner ſaps th' aſpiring tow'r, 


Unſeen, unheard, thus moves the ſtealing hour, 


But works the fall of empire, pomp, and name. 


'Full in the draught be keen-ey'd Hope peru; 


Let flutt'ring Cupids croud the growing plan; 


Then give one touch, and daſh it deep with ſhade. 
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| Beneath the plume that flames with glancing rays, 

Be Care's deep engines on the foul! imprefs'd ; 
Beneath the helmet's keen refulgent blaze, 

| Let Grief fit pinivg in the canker'd breaf. 


Let Love's gay ſons, a filing train, appear, 
With Beauty pierc'd—yet heedlefs of the dart: 

While cloſely couch'd, pale ſick' ning Envy near, 
Whets her fell fling, and points it at the heart. 


Perch'd like a raven on ſome blaſted yew, 
Left heav'n's ſtrong lightning burſt the dark within. 


Then paint—impending o'er the madd'ning deep 
That rock, where heart-ftruck Sappho, vainly brave, 
Stood firm of foul—then from the dizzy ſteep 
Impetuous ſprung, and daſh'd the boiling wave. 


Here, rapt in ſtudious thought, let Fancy rove, 
Still prompt to mark Suſpicion's ſecret ſnare ; 

To fee where Anguitſh nips the bloom of Love, 

Or trace proud Grandeur to the domes of Care. 


Should e er Ambition's tow'ring hopes inflame, 
Let judging Reaſon draw the veil aſide ; 
Or fir'd with envy at ſome mighty name, 


What are the enfigns of imperial ſway ? 

What all that Fortune”s lib'ral hand has brought? 
Teach they the voice to pour a fweeter lay? 

Or rouze the foul to more exalted thought? 
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When bleeds the heart as Genius blooms unknown; 
When melts the eye o'er Virtue's mournful bier: 

Not wealth, but Pity, fwells the burſting groan; 

Not pow'r, but whiſpering Nature, prompts the tear. 


Say, gentle mourner, in yon mouldy vault, 
Where the worm fattens on ſome ſcepter*d brow; 

Beneath that roof with ſculptur d marble fraught, 
Why fleeps unmov'd the breathlefs duſt below ? 


Beneath ſome moſly turf that reſts his head; 
Where the lone widow tells the night her pain, 


The lily, ä 
Courts not the cultur'd ſpot where roſes ſpting; 
But blows neglected in the peaceful vale, | 


The buſts of grandeur, and the pomp of pow'r, 

Can theſe bid Sorrow's guſhing tears ſubſide * - 
Can theſe avail, in that tremendous hour, 

When Death's cold hand congeals the puople tide? 


Ah,  no)-—the nigh nee cn henhce mem: 


Pride's thought ſublime, and Beauty's s kindling bloom, 
Serve but to ſport one flying moment o'er, 


And ſwell with pompous verſe the ſcutcheon'd tomb. 


ee mb Frenzy giv'n; | 
Let Wealth ne'er court me from the peaceful ſhade, 


Where Contemplation wings the foul to heav'n! 


G O guard 
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=” . With each extreme that Pleaſure tries to hide; 

_— The poiſon'd. breath of flow-conſuming Care, 
The noiſe of Folly, and the dreams of Pride! 


But oft, when miduight's ſadly folemn knell 
Sounds long and diſtant from the fy-topp'd tower; 


Cu let me fit in Profper's lonely cell , 
or walk with Milton thro? the dark obſcure. 


Thus, when the trankent dream of life is fled, 
May ſome fad friend recal the former years; 

Then, firetch'd in filence o'er my duſty bed, 

| Pour the warm guſh of ſympathetick tears. 


FILL 18 
OR, THE PROGRESS OF LOVE. 
BY DEAN SWIFT. 


ESPONDING Phillis was endu'd 
With ev'ry talent of a prude: 
She trembled when a man drew near ; 
Salute her, and ſhe turn'd her ear. 

If o'er againſt her you were plac'd, 

She dutſt not look above your wailt : 
She'd rather take you to her bed, 

Than let you fee her drefs her head. 

In church you hear her, „ 
Repeat the Abſolution loud: 

In church, ſecure behind ber fan, 


* Sec Shakeſpeare's Tempeſt. 
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There practis d how to place her head, 
And bite her lips to make them red; 
Or on the mat devoutly kneeling, 
Would lift her eyes up to the cieling, 
And heave her boſom unaware, 

For neighb'ring beaus to ſee it bare. 
At length, a lucky lover came, 


And found admittance to the dame. 


Suppoſe all parties now agreed, 
The writings drawn, the lawyer feed, 
The vicar and the ring beſpoke ; 
Gueſs, how could ſuch a match be broke? 
See then, what mortals place their blifs in ! 
The mother ſcream'sd, the father chid ; 


© Where can this idle wench be hid ? 


8 No news of Phil Y-—The bridegroom came, 
And thought his bride had ſculk'd for ſhame; 


| Becauſe her father us'd to ſay, 


The girl had ſuch a baſhful way. 
Now John the butler muſt be ſent 


| To lean the real thei FER; more : 


The groom was wiſh'd to faddle Crop, 
For John muſt neither light nor ſtop; 
But find her, whereſoe'er the fled, 
And bring her batk, alive or dead. 

See here again, the devil to do ! 
For truly John was miſſing too; 
The horſe and pillion both were gone— 
Phallis, it feems, was fled with John ! 
Old Madam, who went up to find 
A lens «6 ihe with ths, 2 N 
** To my much honour'd father —theſe, 
(Tis always done, romances tell us, 
When daughters run away with fellows) | 
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By others us d in the like caſes : 


And in a glas had made her fee 

A ſerving- man of low degree. 

It was her fate, muft be forgiv'n, 
His pardon begg d; but, to be plain, 
She'd do't, if twere to do again: 


* 


For John was come of honeſt kin. 
Love never thinks of rich and poor; 
She'd beg with John from door to door. 
Forgive her, if it be a crime ; 

She'll never do't another time: 

She ne*er before, in all her life, 

Once diſdbey d him, maid nor wife. 
One argument ſhe ſumm' d up all in; 

«© The thing was done, and paſt recalling ; 
And therefore hop'd ſhe ſhould recover 
His favour, when his paſſion”s.over : 
Deere. 
Who now the wand' ring pair purſues ! 
Away they rode in homely fort, A 
Their journey long, their money ſhort. 
The loving couple well bemir'd, | 
The horſe and boch the riders tir d; 
Their victuals bad, their lodging worſe; 
Phil cry'd, and John began to curſe : 
Phil wiſh'd that ſhe had firain'd a limb, 
When firſt the ventur'd out with him; 
John wiſh'd that he had broke a leg, 
When firſt for her he quitted Peg. 


Thank'd God twas neither ſhame nor fin, 
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The Muſe hath now no time to tell em: | . _- 
Till Phillis all her trinkets pan d; 

In kindneſs, to maintain her ſpouſe, . 
Till ſwains unwholſome fpoil'd the trade; 1 
For now the ſurgeons muſt be paid, 

To whom thoſe perquĩſites are gone, 

In Chriſtian juſtice due to John. 

When food and raiment now grew ſcarce, 

Fate put a period to the farce; 

For John is landlord, Phillis hoſteſs : 

They keep at Staines the Old Blue Boar, 


E L E GY, 
WRITTEN IN THE VEAR cooasy 
WHEN THY RIGHTS OF SEPUIL TURE WERE 90 FREQUENTLY VIOLATED. 
BY W. SHENSTONE, ESQ. 
AY, gentle Sleep ! that lov'it the gloom of night; 
Parent of dreams! thou great magician ! fay, 


And anxious care reſign'd my limbs to reſt ; 
A ſudden luſtre ſtruck my wond'ring eyes, 
And Silvia ſtood before my couch confeſs'd. 


Ab! not the nymph, fo blooming and fo gay, 
That led the dance beneath the feſtive ſhade ; 

But ſhe that, in the morning of her day, 

„„ 
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No more her breaſt inipir d the lover's flame ; 
No more her cheek the Pæſtan roſe furpaſs'd; 
Yet frem'd her lip's ethereal finite the fume. 


Nor fach her hair, as deck d her living face ; 


Nor fuch her voice, as charm d the lifPning crowd ; 


Alas! all vanif'd for the mournful ſhroud ! 


| Yet ſeem'd her lip's ethereal charm the fame ; 
That dear diſtinction ev'ry doubt remov'd : 
Periſh the lover, whoſe imperfedt ame 

ü 


* Damon,” _— e mine hour allotted flies ; 
© Oh! do not waſte it with a fruitleſs tear! 

© Tho? griev'd to ſee thy Silvia's pale diſguiſe; 
* Suſpend thy forrow, and attentive hear. 


80 may thy Muſe with virtuous fame be blefs'd ! 
© $0 be thy love with mutual love repaid ! 

© So may thy bones in ſacred filence reſt 
* Faſt by the reliques of ſome happier maid ! 


* Diſeaſe invidious nipp's my flow'ry prime; 
* And, oh! what pangs my tender boſom tore, 
* To think I n&er muſt view my native clime ! 


No friend was near to raiſe my drooping head, 
| © No dear companion wept to ſee me die: 
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„ Tho? now debarr'd of each domeſtick tear, 
„ Unknown, forgot, I meet the fatal blow ; 

There many a friend ſhall grace my woefuf bier, 
„ And many a figh ſhall riſe, and tear ſhall flow.“ 


„I ſpoke; nor Fate forebore his trembling foil: 


Some venal mourner lent his careleſs aid ; 
And foon they bore me to my native foil, 


© "Twas then the youths, from ev'ry plain and grove, 
© Adorn'd with mournful verſe thy Silvia's bier; 
» Twas then the nymphs their votive garlands wove, 


And ſtrew d the fragrance of the youthful year. 


© But why, alas! the tender ſcene difplay *? 
© Could Damon's foot the pious path decline ? 
„Ah, no! twas Damon firſt attun'd his lay, 
And ſure no ſonnet was fo dear as thine ? 


© Thus was I boſom'd in the peaceful grave, 
* My placid ghoſt no longer wept it's doom; 
When favage robbers ev'ry ſanction brave 
And with outrageous guilt defraud the tomb ! 


* Shall my poor corſe, from hoſtile realms convey d, 
© Loſe the cheap portion of my native ſands ? 

© Or, in my kindred's dear embraces laid, 
© Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hands? 


© Say, would thy breaſt no death-like torture feel, 
To fee my limbs the felon's gripe obey ?— 
To fee them gaſh'd beneath the daring flee! ? 
* To crowds a ſpeſtre, and to dogs a prey? Fi 
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6 If Pzzan's ſons theſe horrid rites require, 
« If Health's fair ſcience be by theſe refin'd; 


© Let guilty convicts for their uſe expire, | 
. 


Vet hard it ſeems, when Guilt's laſt fine is paid, 
© To ſee the vitim's corſe deny d repoſe ; 

© Now, more ſevere, the poor offenceleſs maid 
Dreads the dire outrage of inhuman foes. 


Where is the faith of ancient Pagans fled? 

© Where the ſond care the wand'ring manes claim? 
Nature, inſtinctive, cries, © Protect the dead; 
And facred be their aſhes and their fame !”* 


* Ariſe, dear youth! e' en now the danger calls ; 
_ + Fen now the villain foul his wonted prey : 
„Seel ſee! I lead thee to you facred walls— 
* Oh, fly to chaſe theſe human wolves away! 


WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT 
IN A THUNDER-STORM. 


oy. MISS CARTER. 


To theltring caves by, ; 


Protected by that Hand, whoſe law 
The thzeat'ning ftorms obey, 
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In the thick cloud's tremendous gloom, 


The lightning”s lurid glare; 
It views the fame all-gracious Power 
That breathes the vernal air. 


By different ways purſu d, 


The one eternal end of Heaven 


Is univerſal good. 


With like beneficent effect 
O'er-flaming zther glows, 

As when it tunes the linnet*s voice, 
Or blaſhes in the roſe. 


That vulgar minds moleſt; 
Let no fantaſtick terrors break 
My dear Narciſſa's reſt. 


Thy life may all the ten@'reft care 


Unmov'd, may'ſt thou the final ſtorm 
Of jarring worlds ſurvey, 

That uſhers in the glad ſerene 
Of everlaſting day ! 


H S$OLOMON, 
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; SOLOMON, 
ON THE VANITY OF THE WORLD. 
BY MATTHEW PRIOR. 


o Blog yap wops' byes mores I Ipye vi. 117. 


Siquis Deus mihi largiatur, 2225„%1 —— et in cunĩs ax 
valde recuſem. | CIC. DE SENECT. 


The bewailing of man's miſeries hath been elegantly and copiouſly ſet forth by 
e .. 
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Con BACON'S ADVANCEMENT or ——— 


BOOK I. 
KNOWLEDGE. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


* convenes the learned men of hi- 
kingdom; requires them to explain . 
of Nature; diſtourſes of vegetables, animals, and man; propoſes ſome 
queſtions concerning the origin and fituation of the habitable earth; pro- 
ceeds to examine the fyſtem of the viſible heaven ; doubts if there may not 
be a plurality of worlds; inquires into the nature of fpirits and angels; and 
wiſhes to be more fully informed as to the attributes of the Supreme Being. 
He is imperſeftly anſwered by the Rabbins and Doctors; blames his own 
curioſity; and concludes that, as to human fcience, att rs vanity. 


E fons of men, with juſt regard attend; 
Obſerve the Preacher, and believe the friend: 
Whoſe ſerious Muſe infpires him to explain, 

That all we af, and all we think, is vain ! 

That, in this pilgrimage of ſeventy years, 

Oer rocks of perils, and thro? vales of tears, 
Deſtin'd to march, our doubtful ſteps we tend, 


- Tir'd with the toil, yet fearful of it's end: 
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Notional good ; by fancy only made, 
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Of follies, paſſions, labours, tumalts, cares ; 
And at approach of death ſhall only know 


That we purſue falſe joy, and ſuſſer real woe. 

Happineſs ! object of that waking dream 
Which we call life, miſtaking ; fugitive theme 
Of my purſuing verſe ; ideal ſhade ; 


And by tradition nurs d; fallacious fire, 
Whoſe dancing beams miſlead our fond defire ; 
Canſe of our care, and error of our mind ; 
Oh ! hadft thou ever been by Heav'n defign'ds 
To Adam, and his mortal race, the boon 
Entire had been referv'd for Solomon; 
On me the partial lot had been beſtow'd, 
And in my cup the golden draught had flow'd. 
But, O! ere yet orig nal man was made, 


It was, opponent to our ſearch, ordain'd 
That joy, ſtill fought, ſhould never be attain d: 
This fad experience cites me to reveal; 
And what I diftate is from what I feel. 
Born, as I was, great David's fav'rite fon, 


Dear to my people on the Hebrew throne ; 


Sublime my court, with Ophir's treaſures blefs'd, 
My name extended to the fartheſt eaſt; 


My body cloth'd with ev'ry outward grace, 


Strength in my limbs, and beauty in my face; 


My ſhining thought with fruitful notions crown d, 
Quick my invention, and my judgment found—— 


* Ariſe,” I commun'd with myſelf, © ariſe ! 
Think, to be happy ; to be great, be wiſe: 


Content of fpirit muſt from ſcience flow, 


* Fox tis a godlike attribute -t know.” 
H 2 


I faid, 


q 
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I bid, and fent my edift thro” the land: 


Attent I heard, propos d my doubts, and faid——— 
© The vegetable world, each plant and tree, 
* It's ſeed, it's name, it's nature, it's degree, 
© I amallow'd, as Fame reports, to know; 
© From the fair cedar on the craggy brow 
* OF Lebanon nodding fupremely tall, 
© To creeping moſs, and hyſſop on the wall: 
© Yet, juſt and conſcious to myſelf, I find 
A thouſand doubts oppoſe the ſearching mind. 
© I know not why the beech delights the glade, 
With boughs extended and a rounder ſhade ; 
_ © Whilf tow'ring firs in conick forms ariſe, 
And with a pointed ſpear divide the ſkies : 
© Nor why, again, the changing oak ſhould ſhed 
© The yearly honour of his ſtately head; 
«© Whalf the difliaguiſh'd yew is ever ſeen, 
* Unchang'd his branch, and permament his green. 
© Wanting the fun why does the caltha fade ? 
* Why does the cypreſs flouriſh in the ſhade ? 
© The fig and date, why love they to remain 
© In middle ſtation, and an even plain; 
© Whale i the lower mars the gourd is found, 
* And while the hill with olive-ſhade is crown'd ? 
* Why does one climate and one foil endue 
© The bluſhing poppy with a crimſon hue, 
© Yet leave the lily pale, and tinge the violet blue ? 
* Why does the fond carnation love to ſhoot 
* A various colour from one parent root ; 
* While the fantaſtick tulip firives to break 
In two-fold beauty and a parted fireak ? 
* The twining jaſmine, and the bluſhing roſe, 
* With laviſh grace their morning ſcents diſcloſe ; 


; 
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© The ſmelling tub'roſe and jonquil declare, 

« The ſtronger impulie of an evening air. 

© Whence has the tree (reſolve me) or the flow'r, 

A various inſtin& or a diff rent pow'r? 

a r . 


© Raiſe this to ſtrength, and ficken that to death? 

« Whence does it happen, that the plant which well 

© We name the ſenſitive, ſhould move and feel ? 

© Whence know her leaves to anſwer her command, 

* And with quick horror fly the neighb'ring hand? 
„Along the ſunny bank or wat'ry mead, | 

© Ten thouſand ftalks their various bloſſoms fpread ; * 

Peaceful and lowly, in their native foil, 

© They neither know to ſpin, nor care to toil: 

© Yet with confeſs'd magnificence deride 

Our vile attire, and impotence of pride. 

© The cowlſlip ſmiles in brighter yellow dreſs d, 

Than that which veils the nubile virgin's breaſt ; 

A fairer red ſtands bluſhing in the roſe, 

© Than that which on the bridegroom's veſtment flows. 


| © Fake but the humbleſt lily of the field ; 


And, if our pride will to our reaſon yield, 
It muſt, by ſure compariſon, be ſhown, 
That, on the regal ſeat, great David's fon, 
* Array'd in all his robes and types of pow'r, 
* Shines with lefs glory than that fimple flow'r. 
* Of fiſhes next, my friends, I would inquire : 
Ho the mute race engender, or reſpire ; 
From the ſmall fry that glide on Jordan's ſtream 
* Unmark'd, a multitude without a name; | 
To that Leviathan, who o'er the ſeas 


* Immenſe rolls onward his impetuous ways, 
And mocks the wind, and in the tempeſt plays? 
How they in warlike bands march greatly forth, 
© From freezing waters and the colder north, 


© To 


% 
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o ſouthern climes diceding their career, 
Their ſtation changing with th” inverted year? 


© How all with caretul knowledge are endu'd, 5 
© To chuſe their proper bed, and wave, and food; 5 
To guard their ſpawn, and educate their brood ? 

Of birds, how each, according to her kind, 
Proper materials for her neſt can find, 

* And build a frame which deepeſt thought in man 

* Would or amend, or imitate, in vain? 
Hos in finall flights they know to try their young, 

And teach the callow child her parent's fong ? 

© Why theſe frequent the plain, and thoſe the wood ? 

© Why ev'ry land has her fpecifick brood ? 

© Where the tall crane or winding ſwallow goes, 

«© Fearful of gathering winds, and falling fnows : 

© If into rocks or hollow trees they creep, 

In temporary death confin'd to fleep ; 

© Or, conſcious of the coming evil, fly 

© To milder regions, and a fouthern fey ? 

© Of beaſts and creeping inſets ſhall we trace 

© The wondrous nature and the various race ; 

Or wild or tame, or friend to man or foe, 

© Of us what they, or what of them we know ? 3 

Tell me, ye fiudious! who pretend to fee I. 1 

© Far into Nature's boſom, whence the bee 
Was firſt inform'd her vent' rous flight to ſteer 
© Thro” traſtleſs paths, and an abyſs of air? I 


= 
1 rr 5 
- 2 . , TER IR, ; ol 7 
9 „ oe CN A 1 S 15 3 
T 7 N n 2 * 83 * 3 L , 
„ 4 Ee 4 r * ? 
4 VV * * ene O 6 


© The fertile hills, where fweeter herbage grows, 

© And honey-making flow rs their op ning buds diſcloſe ? 
© How, from the thicken'd miſt and ſetting fun, | 
© Finds the the labour of her day is done? 
* Who taught her againſt winds and rains to ftrive, 
To bring her burden to the certain hive ; 
And thro? the liquid fields again to paſs, 
© Duteous, and hark ning to the founding brafs ? 


* And, 
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or the vile worm, that yeſterday began 


_ © Deſign'd revenge, and fierce intent of war. 
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* And, O thou fluggard ! tell me why the ant, 


Midſt ſummer's plenty thinks of winter's want; 6 


Zy conſtant journies careful to prepare 
Her ſtores; and, bringing home the corny ear, 
Zy what inſtruction does the bite the grain, 
© Leſt, hid in earth, and taking root again, 
. UII? S 
Diſtinct, in either inſect's deeds, appear DSM ! 
- The aniouf cis aA fog, cuties. | 
Fix thy corporeal and internal eye 
On the young guat, or new-engender'd fly ; 


To crawl; thy fellow-creatures, abje& man! 
Like thee they breathe, they move, they taſte, they ſee; 
© They ſhow their paſſions, by their acts, like thee : | 


* Laying their eggs, they evidently prove | 
* The genial pow'r and full effe& of love. 

© Each, then, has organs to digeſt his food; 
One to beget, and one receive the brood ; 


Life and her proper functions to ſuſtain, 

* Tho” the whole fabrick fmaller than a grain ! 

What more can our penurious reaſon grant 

* To the large whale or caſtled elephant? 

To thoſe enormous terrors of the Nile, 

The creſted fnake, and long-taiPd crocodile; 

* Than that all differ but in ſhape and name, 

* Each deftin'd to a leſs or larger frame? 
* For potent Nature loves a various aft, 

* Prone to enlarge, or ſtudious to contraft ; 

And fcorns the meaſures of our feeble ſenſe. 

* The odject, ſpread too far, or rais'd too high, 

* Denies it's real image to the eye; 
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© Tos little, it cludes the danaled fight, - 


* Becomes mix d blackneſs or unparted light: 
Water and air the varied form confound ; 


* The ſiraight looks crooked, and the fquare grows round. 


Thus, while with fruitleſs hope and weary pain, 
We ſeek great Nature's power, but feek in vaio, 
© Safe fits the goddefs in her dark retreatz - 


© Around her myriads of ideas wait, 
© And endleſs ſhapes, which the myſterious queen 


© Can take or quit, can alter or retain, 

As from our loſt purſuit ſhe wills to hide 
© Untam'd and fierce the tiger ſtill remains, 

© He tires his life in biting on his chains; 

© For the kind gifts of water and of food 

© Ungrateful, and returning ill for good, 

0 He feeks his keeper's fleſh, and thirſts his blood: 

While the ſtrong camel, and the gen'rous horſe, 

© Reſtrain'd and aw'd by man's inferior force, 

© Do to the rider's will their rage ſubmit, 

© And anſwer to the ſpur, and own the bit; 

. . 

'd with his weight, and proud of his command. 

© Again—the lonely fox roams far abroad, 

On ſecret rapine bent and midnight fraud; 

* Now haunts the cliff, now traverſes the lawn, 

© And flies the hated ucighbourhood of man: 


« While the kind ſpaniel, and the faithful hound, 


© (Likeſt that fox in ſhape and ſpecies found) 

© Refuſes thro” theſe cliffs and lawns to roam, 

* Purſues the noted path, and covets home; 

Takes what the glutted child denies to eat, 

And dying, licks his long-lov'd maſter's feet. 
* By what immediate cauſe they are inclin'd, 

* In many acts, tis hard, I own, to find. 
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© Forward the ſtrives, averſe to be witheld 
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I ſee in others, or I think I fee, 

That ſtrict their principles and ours agree. 

* Evil, like us, they ſhun, and covet good, 

* Abhor the poiſon, and receive the food. 

Like us they love or hate; like us they know 


© To joy the friend, or grapple with the foe: 


© With ſeeming thought their action they intend, 
0 222282 — 

© Then vainly the philofopher avers 

© That Reafon guides eur deed, and Infliett their. 
How can we juitly diſf rent cauſes frame, 
© When the effets entirely are the ſame ? 


Inſtinct and Reaſon how can we divide? 
« ”Tis the fool's ignorance, and the pedant's pride. 


With the ſame folly, ſure, man vaunts his ſway, 
© If the brute beaſt refuſes to obey. 
For, tell me, when the empty boaſter's word 
* Proclaims himſelf the univerſal lord, 
© Does he not tremble left the lion's paw 
© Should join his plea againft the fancy'd law? . 
© Would not the learned coward leave the chair, A 


© If in the ſchools or porches ſhould appear 
© The fierce hyana or the foaming bear? 

© The combatant too late the field declines, 
When now the ſword is girded to his Joins. 
When the ſwift veſſel flies before the wind, 
Too late the failor views the land behind: 
* And tis too late now back again to bring 
© Inquiry, rais'd and tow'ring on the wing ; 


Prom nobler objects and a larger field. 
© Conſider with me this ztherial ſpace, 


_ © Yielding to earth and fea the middle place: 
© Anxious, I aſk ye how the penſile ball 
Should never ftrive to riſe, nor never fear to fall? | 

I —: 


= 


66 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


© When I refle& how the revolving fan 

Does round our globe his crooked journies run, 

* I doubt of many lands, if they contain 

Or herd of beaſt or colony of man: 

* If any nation paſs their deſtin'd days 

* Beneath the neighb'ring ſun's direfter rays ; 

* If any ſuffer on the polar coaſt, 

The rage of Autos and eternal froſt. 
May nok the pleaſure of Omnipotence, 

To each of theſe ſome ſecret good diſpenſe? 

© Thoſe who amidit the torrid regions hve, 

May they not gales unknown to us receive? 

© And ble the flow'ry buds ſucceeding birth? 

© May they nat pity us, condemn'd to bear 

The various heav'n of an obliquer ſphere ; 
Whale, by fix'd laws, and with a juft return, 

* They feel twelve hours that ſhade for twelve that burn; 

© And praiſe the neighb'ring ſun, whoſe conſtant flame 

© Enlightens them with ſeaſons ftill the fame ? 

_ © And may not thoſe, whoſe diſtant lot is caſt 

* North beyond 'Tartary's extended waſte, 

© Where thro” the plains of one continual day, 

Sin ſhining months purſue their even way, 

© And fix ſucceeding urge their duſcy flight, 

* Obſcur'd with vapours, and o&erwhelm's in night ; 

* May not, I aſk, the natives of theſe climes, 

* (As annals may inform ſucceeding times) 

To our quotidian change of heav'n prefer 

Of day and night diſparted thro” the year? 

© May they not ſcorn our ſun's repeated race, 

To narrow bounds prefcrib'd and little fpace ; 

Haſt'ning from morn, and headlong driv'n from noon, 

Half of our daily toil yet ſcarcely done? 
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© Uninterrupted voyages they take 
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< May they not juſtly to bur climes upbraid 

* Shortneſs of night and penury cf ſhade ; 
That, ere our wearied limbs are juſtly ble d 
© With wholeſome ſleep and neceſſary reſt, | 
Another ſun demands return of care, 


& 


© The remnant toil of yeſterday to bear? 


© Whilſt, when the ſolar beams ſalute their ſight, 
© Bold and ſecure in half a year of light, 


To the remoteſt wood and fartheſt lake, N 
Manage the fiſhing, and purſue the courſe 1 8 
With more extended nerves and more continu'd force ; 
And when deelining day forſakes their ſky, 

Wich plenty for the coming ſeaſon bleſs d, 
Six ſolid months (an age!) they live, releas's 
From all the labour, proceſs, clamour, woe, 
Which our fad ſcenes of daily action know: 

* They light the ſhining lamp, prepare the feaſt, 

* And with full mirth receive the welcome gueſt; 
Or tell their tender loves (the only care 
Which now they ſuffer) to the lifPning fair ; 
82 


© In foreign iſles which our diſcov'rers find, 
Far from this length of continent disjoin'd, 


* The rugged bear's or ſpotted lynx's brood, 
„ Frighten the vallies and infeſt the wood ; 


The hungry crocodile and hifling ſnake, 


Lark in the troubled ſtream and fenny brake ; 

And man untaught, and rav*nous as the beaft, 

© Does valley, wood, and brake, and fiream, infeft : 
© Deriv'd theſe men and animals their birth 

0 From trunk of oak or pregnant womb of earth? 


I2 * Whence 
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© Whence then the old belicf, that all began 
In Eden's ſhade and one created man? 
Or grant this progeny was waſted o'er 
© By coaſting boats from next adjacent ſhore ; 
Would thoſe, from whom we will ſuppoſe they ſpring, 
© Slaughter to harmleſs lands and poiſon bring? 
© Would they on board, or bears or lynxes take, 
© Feed the ſhe-adder and the brooding ſnake ? 
© Or could they thiak the neu- diſcover d iſle 
© Pleag'd to receive a pregnant crocodile ? 

© And fince the favage lineage we muſt trace 
© From Noah fav'd, and his diſtinguiſh'd race; 
© How ſhould their fathers happen to forget 
* The arts which Noah taught, the rules he fet, 
To fow the glebe, to plant the gen'rous vine, 
_ © And load with grateful flames the holy ſhrine ? 
© While the great fire's unhappy ſons are found, 
© Unprefs'd their vintage, and untill'd their ground ; 
© Straggling o'er dale and hill in queſt of food, 
© And rude of arts, of virtue, and of God. 

Ho ſhall we next o'er earth and ſeas purſue 

© The vary'd forms of ev'ry thing we view ; 
That all is chang'd, tho? all is fill the fame, 
© Fluid the parts, yet durable the frame ? 
Of thoſe matcrials which have been confeſs'd 
© The priſtine ſprings aud parents of the reſt, 
Fach becomes other. Water ftopp'd gives birth 
To grafs and plants, and thickens into earth; 


_— tC eat 


* Diffus'd, it riſes in a higher ſphere, 
© Dilates it's drops, and foftens into air: | 
© Thoſe finer parts of air again aſpire, 23 
_ © Move into warnth, and brighten into fre. I 
* And downward fore's, in earth's capacious womb 
* Alters it's particles; is fire no more, l 
* But lies reſplendent duſt and ſhining ore; 
g * Or, 


ee a NE 


„Obſcurely ſepulcher'd. By eating rain 


Our fainting bodies ev'ry day are fed? 


* 
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Or, running thro” the mighty mother's veins, 
© Changes it's ſhape, puts off it's old remains ; 
„With wat'ry parts it's leſſen d force divides, | | 


« Diſparted ftreams ſhall from their channels fly, 
„ And, deep furcharg'd, by fandy mountains lie 


* The hill that hides his head above the fkies, 
+ Shall fall: the plain, by flow degrees, fhall riſe 
+ Higher than erſt had flood the fummir hall ; 


For Time muſt Nature's great beheſt fulfil. 


Thus, by a length of years and change of fate, 


All things are light or heavy, ſmall or great; 


* And Egypts pyramids refine to air ; 
# Thus later age ſhall aſk for Piſun's flood, 
And travellers inquire where Babel ftood. 
* Sedate we paſs them by as natural; 
© Where to our eye more rarely they appear, 
* The pompous name of prodigy they bear : 
© Let active thought theſe cloſe meanders trace, 
Are all things miracle, or nothing fuch ? 
And prove we not too little or too much? 
For that a branch cut off, a wither'd rod, 
Should at a word prouounc' d revive and bud; 
Is this more ſtrange than that the mountain's brow, 
* Stripp'd by December's froſt and white with ſnow, 
* Should puſh in ſpring ten thouſand thouſand buds, 
And boaſt returning leaves and blooming woods ? 
That each ſucceſſive night from op ning heav'n 
© 'The ſood of angels ſhould to man be gin; 
© Is this more ſtrange than that with common bread 


* Thus Jordan's waves ſhall future clouds appear, ofF 
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Than that each grain and feed, cunſum'd in earth, 

© Raiſes it's lore, and multiplies it's birth? 

And from the handful which the tiller fows, 

* The labour'd fields rejoice, and future harveſt flows ? 
© Then from whate'er we can to ſenſe produce, 


Common and plain, or wondrous and abftruſe ; 5 
From Nature's conſtant or excentrick laws 47 *a 
© That an Effet muſt pre-ſuppoſe a Cauſe : 


And while the does her upward flight ſuſtain, 
* Touching each link of the continu'd chain, 
At length the is oblig'd and forc'd to ſee 7 
* A Firſt, a Source, a Life, a Deityz : 
This Great Exiſtence, thus by Reaſon found, 
Ness d by all pow'r, with all perfection crown'd, 
© How can we bind or limit his decree 
* By what our ear has heard or eye may ſee ? 
* Say, then, is all in heaps of water loſt, 
© Beyond the iflands and the mid-land coaſt ? 
* Or has that God, who gave our world it's birth, 
' © Sever'd thoſe waters by ſome other earth? 
* Countries by future plough-ſhares to be torn, * 
And cities rais d by nations yet unborn ? | : 
* Performs three thouſand times it's annual ſtage, 
May not our pow'r and learning be ſuppreſs d, | 
Where, by the ſtrength of this idea charm'd, . 
Lighten'd with glory, and with rapture warm'd, 
* Aſcends my foul? what ſees ſhe white and great 
Amidſt ſubjefied ſeas ? An iſle, the feat 
Of pow'r and plenty ; her imperial throne | 
For juſtice and for mercy fought and known: 
* Virtues ſublime, great attributes of Heav'n, 
From thence to this diflinguiſh'd nation giv'n. | 
| © Yet 
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«© Yet farther weſt the weſtern iſle extends | 
Her happy fame; her armed fleets the ſends 
To climates folded yet from human eye, 
© And lands which we imagine wave and fty : 
From pole to pole ſhe hears her acts reſound, 
And rules an empire by no ocean bound; 
© Knows her ſhips anchor'd, OS — 
© In other Indies and a ſecond world. 
; © Long ſhall Britannia (that muſt be her name) 
; Ze firſt in conqueſt, and preſide in fame ; 
; Long ſhall her favour'd monarchy engage 
b © The tceth of Envy, and the force of Age: 
© Rever'd and happy, the ſhall Jong remain, 
| Of human things, leaſt changeable, leaſt vain ; 
Vet all muſt with the gen'ral doom comply, 
© And this great glorious pow'r, tho” laſt, muſt die! 
© Now let us leave this earth, and lift our eye 
To the large convex of yon” azure ſky: | 
J © Behold it like an ample curtain ſpread, 
4 No ſtreak'd and glowing with the morning red; 1 
2 © Anon at noon in flaming yellow bright, | | 


And chuſing fable for the peaceful night. 
4 © Reaſon our guide, what can ſhe more reply, 
Than that the fun illaminates the ſhy ? 
EL © Than that night riſes from his abſent ray, 
f © But we expect the morning red in vain ; 
Tia had in vapours, or obſcur d by rain: 
© The noon-tide yellow we in vain requires 
_ © *Tis black in ſtorm, or red in lightning fire. 
© Pitchy and dark the night ſometimes appears, 
© Friend d our woe, and parent of our fears ; 
Our joy and wonder ſometimes ſhe excites, 
With ſtars unnumber'd and eternal lights. 
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| © New change of terms, and ſcaffolding of words ; 


© Dart furtive beams and glory not their own; 
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* Send forth, ye wiſe, fend forth your lab'ring thought; 
Let it return, with-empty notions fraught, 
Of airy columas ev'ry moment broke, 

© Of circling whirlpools, and of ſpheres of frnake : 
© Yet this ſolution but ence more affords 


© In other garb my queſtion I receive, 
And take the doubt the very fame I gave. 

* Lo! 2 giant firong, the luſty fun 
© Multiply'd rounds in one great round does run ; 
* Changing the day, and finiſhing the year. 
Again, when his deſcending orb zetires, 
© And earth perceives the abſence of his fizes, 
© The moon affords us her alternate ray, 
* And with kind beams diftribues fainter day, 
© Yet keeps the ſtages of her monthly race; 
© Various her beams, and changeable her face : 
Fach planet, ſhining in his proper ſphere, 
© Does with juſt ſpecd his radiant voyage fteer ; 
Each ſees his lamp with diff rent laftre crown'd ; 
© Each knows his courſe with diff rent periods bound ; 
And in his paſſage thro” the liquid ſpace, 
Nor haſtens nor retards his neighbour's race. 
© Now, ſhine theſe planets with ſubſtantial rays ? 
Does innate luſtre gild their meaſur'd days? 
Or do they (as your ſchemes, I think, have ſhown) 
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* All ſervants to that ſource of light, the ſun ? 
Again! I fee ten thoufand thouſand ftars, 

Nor caſt in lines, in circles, nor in ſquares, 

© (Poor rules, with which our bounded mind is fll'd 

When we would plant, or cultivate, or build !) 

* But ſhining with ſuch vaſt, ſuck various light, + 


© How 
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© In the beſt product of the human thought, 
_ © Compar'd to the great harmony that reigns 
< In what the Spirit of the world ordains ! 
© Now if the ſun to earth tranſmits his ray, 
Vet does not ſcorch us with too fierce a day, 
Ho ſmall a portion of his pow'r is giv'n 
To orbs more diſtant, and remoter heav'n ? 

And of thoſe ſtars which our imperſe@® eye 
© Has doom'd and fix'd to one eternal fey, 
Each by a native flock of honour great, 
© [tſelf a ſun, and with tranſmiſfive light 
© Enliven worlds deny'd to haman fight ; 

Around the circles of their ambient ſkies ; 

New moons may grow or wane, may fet or riſe, 

© And other ſtars may to thoſe ſans be earths, 

© Give their own elements their proper births, 

Divide their climes, or elevate their pole, 

See their lands flouriſh, and their oceans roll: 

© Yet theſe great orbs, thus radically bright, 

* Primitive founts and origins of light, 

May each to other (as their diff rent ſphere 


* Makes or their diſtance or their height appear) 
© Be ſeen a nobler or inferior ftar ; 4 
And in that ſpace which we call air and y, : 
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* Myriads of earths, and moons, and funs, may lie 
Unmeaſur d and unknown by human eye. 
In vain we meaſure this amazing ſphere, 
* And nd and fs ifs canter have or nn, | 
* Whilſt it's circumference, ſcorning to be brought 
8 88 Mudes our vanquiſh'd thought. 
Where, then, are all the radiant monſters driv'n, 

Wich which your gueſſes fill'd the frighten'd heav'n? 
—_— * Where will their fiftious images remain? l 
© In paper ſchemes, and the Chaldean's brain ! 
| K © This l 
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* This problem yet, this offspring of a gueſs, 
Let us for once a child of Truth confeſs ; 
That theſe fair flars, theſe objefts of delight, þ 
* And terror to our ſearching dazaled fight, | { 
Are worlds immenſe, unnumber'd, infinite ! 

* But do theſe worlds diſplay their deams, or guide 
© Their orbs to ſerve thy uſe, to pleaſe thy pride? 
* Thyſelf but duſt, thy ſtature but a ſpan, 
A moment thy duration, fooliſh man ! 

* As well may the minuteſt emmet ſay 8 | 1 


Was deftin'd only for his walk and food : 4 
© The vileſt cockle, gaping on the coaſt, a 

4 as well may boaſt ö 
That he in ſaſety at it's foot may lie ; 5 
Only to quench his thirſt, or move and blanch his ſhell. ; 


A higher flight the vent'rous goddefs tries, 

© Leaving material worlds and local fries ; 

© Inquires what are the beings, where the ſpace, 
© That form'd and held the angels ancient race: 
For rebel Lucifer with Michael fought, 

(I offer only what tradition taught) 
_ © EmbattÞd cherub againſt cherub roſe, 
- © Did ſhield to ſhield, and pow'r to pow'r oppoſe ; 

* Heav'n rung with triumphs, hell was fl with woes. 
* What were theſe forms, of which your volumes tell, 
Ho fome fought great, and others recreant fell? 

* Theſe bound to bear an everlaſting load, 
Durance of chain, and baniſhment of God ; 
* By fatal turns their wretched ffrength to tire, 
To ſwim in fulph'rous lakes, or land on folid fire: 
© While thoſe, exalted to primeval light, 
© Excek of bleſſing, and fopreme delight, 
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© Only perceive ſome lictle pauſe of joys, 
© In thoſe great moments when their God employs 


© Their miniſtry, to pour his threaten d hate 


On the proud king, or the rebellious ſtate ; 


© Or to reverſe Jehovah's high command, 
And ſpeal the thunder falling from his hand, 


© When to his duty the proud king returns, 

© And the rebellious flate in aſhes mourns ? 

© How can good angels be in heav'n confin'd, 
Or view that Preſence which no ſpace can bind? 
© Is God above, beneath, or yon”, or here ? 
„He who made all, is he not ev'ry where ? 

© Oh! how can wicked angels find a night 
80 dark to hide en from that piercing light 


Which form's the eye, and gave the pow'r of fight ? 


What mean I now of angel, when I hear 
Fum body, fpirit pure, or fluid air? 
Spirits, to aftion ſpiritual confin'd, 
Friends to our thought, and kindred to our mind, 
Should only act and prompt us from within, 
Nor by external eye be ever feen. 
* Was it not therefore to our fathers known, 
That theſe had appetite, and limb, and bone ? 
© Elſe how could Abram waſh their weary d feet, 
Or Sarah pleaſe their taſte with fav'ry meat? 
* Whence ſhould they fear ? or why did Lot engage 
To fave their bodies from abuſive rage ? 
And how could Jacob, in a real fight, 
* Feel or reſiſt the wreſiling angel's might ? 
* How could a form it's firength with matter try ? 
Or how a ſpirit touch a mortal's thigh ? | 

* Now are they air condens'd, or gather'd rays ; 

* How guide they then our pray'r, or keep our ways ? 
* By ſtronger blaſts ſtill ſubject to be toſs'd, 
© By tempeſts ſcatter'd, and in whirhwinds loſt ? 

| K 2 


« Have 
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* Have they again, (as facred ſong proclaims) 
* Subſtances real, and exiſting frames? 
* How comes it, fince with them we jointly ſhare 
© 'The great effe& of one Creators care, 
© 'That whall our bodies ficken and decay, 
© Theirs are for ever healthy, young, and gay? 
* Why, whilſt we firuggle, in this vale beneath, 
© With want and forrow, with difeaſe and death, 
Do they, more blef'd, perpetual life employ, 
© On ſongs of pleaſure, and in ſcenes of joy? 
Now, when my mind has all this world ſurvey d, 
And found that nothing by itſelf was made ; 
© When thought has rais'd itſelf by juſt degrees, 
From vallies crown'd with flow'rs, and hills with trees; 
From ſmoking min'rals, and from rifing fireams, 
* From fatt ning Nilus, or victorious Thames; 
From all the Bring, that four-footed move 
Along the ſhore, the meadow, or the grove ; 
Fro all that can with fins or feathers fly 
* Thro” the atrial or the wat'ry ſky ; 
Prom the poor reptile with a reas'ning ſoul, 
* That miſerable maſter of the whole ; 
Prom this great objett of the body*s eye, 
* This fair half-round, this ample azure ky, 
* Terribly large, and wonderfully bright, 
Win flars unnumber'd, and unmeafur'd light; 
From effences unſeen, celeſtial names, 
* Angels, dominions, potentates, and thrones, 
- * All that in each degree the name of creature owns ; 
_ * Lift we our reaſon to that Soy'reign Cauſe 
* Who bleſs the whole with life, and bounded it with laws; 
* Who forth from nothing call d this comely frame, 
© His will and a}, his word and work the fame ; 
* To whom a thouſand years are but a day; ; 


* Who bade the light her genial beams diſplay, 
* And ſet the moon, and taught the fun his way ; 


* Who, 


* 
be. 
1 Ped 


BEAU TIES OF POETRY. 


Who, waking Time, his creature, from the ſource 
Primeval, order'd his predeſtin d courſe ; 
Himſelf, as in the hollow of his hand, 
Holding, obedient to his high command, 
© The deep abyſs, the long continu'd flore ; 
Where months, and days, and hours, and minnter, pane 
< Their floating parts, and thenceforth are no more. 
This Alpha and Omega, Firſt and Laſt, 
„Who, like the potter, in a mould has caſt 
mare commanding it to be 
* Such as the eyes of Senſe and Reafon fee ; 


« Yet, if he wills, may change or ſpoil the whole ; | 


May take yon beauteous, myſtick, ſtarry roll, 
And burn it like an uſeleſs parchment ſcroll; 
© May from it's baſis in one moment pour 
This melted earth 
* Like liquid metal, and like burning ore; 
* Who, fole in pow'r, at the beginning faid, 
Let fea, and air, and earth, and heav'n, be made,” 
© And it was ſo.— And when he ſhall ordain 
In other fort, has but to ſpeak again, | 
* And they ſhall be no more : of this great theme, 
This glorious, hallow'd, everlaſting Name, 
This God, I would diſcourſe 

The learned elders fat appalPd, amaz'd, 
And each with mutual look on other gaz'd ; 
Nor ſpeech they meditate, nor anſwer frame: 
Too plain, alas ! their filence ſpake their ſhame ; 
Till one, in whom an outward mien appear'd, 
And turn ſuperior to the vulgar herd, 
Began—that human learning's fartheſt reach 
Was but to note the doctrines I could teach; 
That mine to ſpeak, and theirs was to obey, 
For I in knowledge more than pow'r did fway ; 
And the aftonith'd world in me beheld 

Moſes eclips'd, and Jeſſe's fon excel. 
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Humble a ſecond bow'd, and took the word, 

. © © live,” faid he, © thou wiſeh of the wiſe ! 

* As none has ed, none ſhall ever riſe 

© Excelling thee—" : a 
Parent of wicked, bane of honeſt deeds, 

Pernicious Flatt'ry! thy malignant ſeeds 

In an ill hour, and by a fatal hand, 

Sadly diffus d o'er Virtue's gleby land, 

Wund rifing pride amidſt the corn appear, 

And choak the hopes and harveſt of the year. 

And now the whole perplex'd ignoble crowd, 

Mute to my queſtions, in my praiſes loud, 

Echo'd the word: whence things aroſe, or how 

They thus exiſt, the apteſt nothing know ; 

What yet is not, but is ordain'd to be, 

All vaif of doubt apart, the dulleſt fre. 

My Prophets and my Sophiſts finiſh'd here 

Their civil efforts of the verbal war : 

Not fo my Rabbins and Logicians yield ; 

Retiring, flill they combat: from the field 

Of open arms unvilling they depart, 

And ſculk behind the ſubterfuge of art. 

To ſpeak one thing, mix'd dialects they join, 

Divide the fimple, and the plain define ; 

Fix fancy'd laws, and form imagin'd rules, 

Terms of their art, and jargon of their ſchools ; 

Ill-grounded maxims, by falſe gloſs enlarg'd, 

And captious Science againſt Reaſon charg'd. 
Soon their crude notions with each other fought ; 

The adverſe ſect deny'd what this had taught; 

And he at length the ampleſt triumph gain'd, 

Who contradicted what the laſt maintain'd. 

O wretched impotence of human mind we 

We, erring, fiill excuſe for error find, ; c 

And darkling grope, not knowing we are blind. 


Vain 


To what our Maker to their ken demies : 
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Vain man ! fince firſt the bluſhing fire eſſay d 
His folly with connefted leaves to ſhade, 
How does the crime of thy reſembling race, 
With like attempt, that priſtine error trace ? 
Too plain thy nakedneſs of foul eſyy d. 
Why doſt thou ſtrive the conſcious ſhame to hide, 
By maſks of eloquence and veils of pride? 
With outward fmiles their flatt'ry I receiv'd, 
Own'd my ſick mind by their diſcourſe reliev'd ; 
But bent, and inward to myſelf, again 
Perplex'd, theſe matters I revolv'd in vain. 

My ſearch ſtill tir d, my labour fill renew'd, 

At length I Ignorance and Knowledge view'd 

Impartial ; both in equal balance laid, 

Light flew the knowing ſcale, INNS any wHges. 
Forc'd by refleftive Reaſon, I confeſs 
That human ſcience is uncertain gueſs. 
Alas ! we graſp at clouds, and beat the air, 
Vexing that ſpirit we intend to clear. 
Can thought beyond the bounds of matter climb? 
Or who ſhall tell me what is ſpace or time ? 


In vain we lift up our preſumptuous eyes 


The ſearcher follows faſt, the object faſter flies. 
The little which imperfefly we find, 
Seduces only the bewilder'd mind 
To fruitleſs ſearch of ſomething yet behind. 
Various diſcuſſions tear our heated brain: 
Opinions often turn; ſtill doubts remain; 
How narrow limits were to Wiſdom giv'n! 
Earth the ſurveys ; ſhe thence would meafure heav'n : 
Thro” miſts obſcure, now wings her tedious way, 
Now wanders, dazzPd with too bright a day; 
And from the ſfammit of a pathlefs coaſt, 
Sees infinite, and in that Ggh is loſt. 


a 
172 | 
& 4 0 4 \ | — þ 


20 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Remember that the curs'd defire to know, 
Offepring of Adam, was thy ſource of woe ; 
Why wilt thou, then, renew the vain purſuit, 
And raſhly catch at the forbidden fruit ? 
Seeking, by knowledge, to attain to life; 
For ever from that fatal tree debare's, — _ 
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Selomon again fecking happineſs, inquires if wealth and greatneſs can produce 
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vers his thought; reaſon: aright; and concludes that, as to the purſuit of 
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r then, O man! the moments to deceive 
* That from the womb attend thee to the grave : 
* For weary'd Nature find ſome apter ſcheme ; 
© Health de thy hope, and Pleaſure be thy theme. 
_ © From the perplexing and unequal ways 
_ © Where Study brings thee ; from the endleſs maze 
Which Doubt perſuades to run, forewarn'd,recede 
_ © To the gay field and flow'ry path, that lead 
To jocund mirth, ſoſt joy, and careleſs eaſe : 
_ © Forfake what may inſtruct for what may pleaſe ; 
* Efay amufing art and proud expence, 
And make thy reaſon ſubje& to thy ſenſe !* 
I commun's thus. The pow'r of wealth I yd. 


. 


- BRAUPTIES OP POETRY. 
Artiſts and plans reliev'd my ſolemn hours ; 


I to the limits of my court confin'd. 
To trees transferr'd I gave a ſecond birth, 
And bid a foreign Grade grace Jude's cxnth. 
Fiſh ponds were made where former foreſts grew, 
And hills were levelPd to extend the view. 
And bound with chains of artificial force, | 
From large caſcades in pleaſing tumult roll d. 
Or roſe thro? ir d e or breathing gold. 
The marble brought, eech the ſpacious dome, | 
Or forms the pillars long-entended rows, 


The workmen here obey the maſter's call, 
To gild the turret and to paint the wall; 
To mark the pavement there with various ſtone, 
And on the jaſper ſteps to rear the throne: 
The ſpreading cedar, that an age had flood, 
Supreme of trees, and miſtreſs of the wood, 
And Lebanon his ruin'd honour mourns. 

A thouſand artiſts ſhew their cunning pow'r, 
To raiſe the wanders of the iv*ry er: 
A thouſand maidens ply the purple loom, 
To weave the bed and deck the regal room ; 
Till Tyre confelles her exhauſfled fore, 

That on her coaſt the m is no more ; 

The mountains grieve their hopes of marble loſt ; 
And India's woods return their juſt complaint, 
Their brood decay'd, and want of elephant. 


L 


On which the planted grove and penfile ganden grows. 


- 


* The murcs is = Gell-6ih, of the liquor whereof 2 purple colour is made> 
My 


„ brite or rorrey. 


I came, beheld, admir'd; retecind, griev'd © N 
22 my thoughtes hates ' 
For, the work perſected, the joy was paſt. 


To my new courts fad Thought did fill repair, 
And round my gilded roofs hung hov'ring Care. 

In vain on filken beds I fought repoſe, 

And refilefs oft from purple couches roſe; I 
Vexatious Thought fill found my flying mind, 

' Nor bound by limits, nor to place confin'd; = 


I fpake my purpoſe ; and the chearful choir 

Parted their ſhares of harmony : the lyre 

Soften'd the timbrel's noiſe ; the trumpet's ſound 

Provok'd the Dorian flute, (both fweeter found 
When mir dz) the file the viol's notes refin's ; 
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Yet fill in vain: for mukck guiker'd thought; | 


But how unequal the effefts it brought ? 
The ſoft ideas of the chearful note, 
Lightly receiv'd, were car forgot ; = 

The folemn violence of the graver und 
Knew to firike deep, and leave a laſting wound. 
Aud now reflefling, I with grief defcry 
The fickly luſt of the fantaftick eye; 
How the weak organ is with ſeeing cloy d. 

Thing ere night what it at noon enjoy'd. mike: 
And now (unhappy ſearch of thought !) L found 
The fickle ear foon glutted with the found; 

Condemn'd eternal changes to purſue, 
Tir'd with the laſt, and cager of the new. 
I bade the virgins and the youth advance, 
To temper muſick with the ſprightly dance. 
In vain ! too low the mimick motions feem ; 
What takes our heart muſt merit our eſteem. 

Nature, I thought, perform'd too mean a part, 

Forming her movements to the rules of art; 

And vex'd, 1 found that the muſician's hand 

Had o'er the dancer's mind too great command. 

I drank ; 1 lik'd it not : *twas rage 3 "twas noiſe ; 

In vain I truſted that the flowing bowl 

Would baniſh forrow and enlarge the ſoul. 

To the late revel and protracted feaſt | 

Wild dreams ſucceeded, ——— 4 

And as at dawn of morn fair Reafon's light l 

Broke thro” the fumes and phantoms of the night; 

What had been faid, I ak'd my foul—what done? 

How flow'd our mirth, and whence the fource begun ? 

Perhaps the jeſt that charm'd the ſprighily crowd, 

And made the jovial table laugh fo loud, 

To ſome falſe notion o d it's poor pretence ; 

To an ambiguous word's perverted ſenſe 
L 2 
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To a wild fontet, or a watt air ; 
Offence and torture to the fober ear. 
Perhaps, alas ! the pleafing fiream'was broaght 
From this man's error, from another's fault; 
From topicks which good-nature would forget, 
And prudence mention with the laſt regret. 
Add yet unnumber'd ills, that lie unſeen 
In the pernicious draught ; the word obſcene, 
Or harſh, which once clanc'd muſt ever fly 
Imevocable; the tov prompt reply, 
Seed of ſevere diſtruſt and fierce debate, 
What we ſhould fhun, aud what we ought to hate. 
Add, too, the blood impor*riſh'd, and the courſe 
Of health ſapprefe'd, by wine's continu'd force. 
Unhappy man ! whom ſorrow thus, and rage, 
To Arent ills alternately engage : | 


Sickneſs of mind, and heal the boſom ?—Love ! 
Love yet remains! indulge his genial fire ; 


This laſt great femedy's myſterious pow'r. 
Why ceafes it one moment to be bleſs'd ? 
* Fly friſt, my friends? 'my'fervants, f&y ! employ 
* Your milant'pains to bring your maſter joy. 
Let all ny wives and concubines be dreſ d; 
Let them to night attend the royal ſeaſt; 

© All IfracP's beauty, ade bien fair, 
* The gifts of princes, or the ſpoils of war: 
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„ Before their monarch they all fingly . 


„ And the moſt worthy ſhall ebuiin the grace.” — 
Icke feſt was dt the bowl was crown" d; 

To the king's pleafare went the mirthful round. = , 

The women came: in callom wills, they paſs'd. 

On one (O that diflingnilh'd one!) I ca 

The f:v rite glance Ol yet my mind retains 

That fond beginning of my infant pains! 

| Mature the virgin was, of Egypt's race, 


| Grace ſhap'd her limbs, and beauty deck d her face: 


Eaſy her motion ſeem's, ſerene her air ; 

Full, tho“ unzon'd, her boſom coſe; her hair | 

Unty'd, and ignorant of artfal ad, 

Adown her ſhoulders looſely lay difplay'd, = 

And in the jetty cuels ten thouſand Cupids play d- 
Fix'd on her charms, and pleas'd that I could love, 

* Aid me, my friends, contribu tw improve = 
«© Your monarchs bid “ I id: * freſb roſes bring 

© To bew my bed, till the n Spring | 
< Confefs her want ; nnd my am*'rous head 

Be dropping myrrh and liquid amber ſhed, 

© Till Arab has no more; from the fol lyre, 

„ Sweet flute, and ren-firing's inflrament, require 5 

© Sounds of delight—and thou, fair nymph, draw nigh! 

« Thou, in whole graceful form and potent eye : 

* Thy maſter's Joy» loag fought, at length is found ; 

© And as thy brow, tet my defives be .. 

O favrite virgin, that haſt warm'd the breaſt 

© Whoſe ſov'reign diftates fubjugate the Eaſt |' 

| I fil; and fodden from the golden throne, = 

With a ſubmiſſive ſtep, I had down. | 

The glowing gartand from my hair I took, 

Love in my heart, obedience in my Took ; | 

| Prepar'd to-place ir'on her eamely head— 

o viegin?” yet again I aid, 
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— FORTRY.  # 


. That to the tribes attentive. thou cankt know 
— ˙— ˙ deve. | 


0 That thou in Hrn. + 
_ © And troth and honour on thy ects wan... | 
Where is that knowledge now, — 
witz juſt advice and timely-counſel fraught ? 
_ © Where now, © Judge of Irzeh, — * 
What in one moment doſt ub offer? Love 
* Love? why, "tis joy or noun; —— * 
* "The Ge TT „ bogs 
© As he becomes @ tyrant or ® friend. Why ; 
— veligln, jub, nd grave, | 
© To the firſt bride-bed of the world receive . 
© A foreigner, a heathen, „ 
© Or; grant thy pation has theſe names deflrey'ds, 8" 
© That Love, kke Death. makes all Ai ts wid; 4 
Let in his empire o'er thy abje@ breaſt, 51 0 
* His flames and torments only are end;; - 
His rage can in my finiles alone relent, | | 
* And all his joys folicit my conſent. | 
© Soft love, ſpontaneous tree, it's parted root | 
* Muſt from two hearts with equal vigour haves 
* Whilft each delighted, and delighting, gives | .Y 
r | | N 
en hope, and fed with joy, it grows ; | 
© It's chearful buds their o ning bloom diſcloſe, 
* And round the happy foil diffuſive odour flows. 
* If angry Fate that mutual care denies, 
The fading plant bewails it's due ſupplies ; 
* Wild with deſpair, or fick with grief, it dies. 
© By force beaſts act, and are by force refirain'd ; 
© The human mind by gentle means is gain d. 
* Thy ufrlefs frength, millaken king, employ:  _ - 
© Satad with rage, and ignorant of joy,  _.._.-/ 


— 
o 
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* Thou fhalt not gain what F deny w yichl, 
* Nor reap the harveſt, tho” thou fhoiF'® the field. 
* Know, Solomon; thy poor extent of fray; 
Conta thy brow, and Ifract hall obey; 

* But wilfel Love thou muſt with ſmiles appeaſe, 
* Approach his ͤͤ by jult degrees, 
Aud if thou wouldit be happy, learn to pleaſe. 

Not that thoſe arts can here ſucceſsful prove, 

* For I am deflin's w another's love. 

* Beyond the cruel bounds of thy command, 

* To my dear equal, in my native land, 

* My plighted vow I gave ; I his receiv'd; 

_ © Each fwore with wath, with pleaſure each believ's; 

_ © The mutual contraft was to heaven convey's; 

In equal ſcales the buſy angels weigh'd 

* It's folemn force, and clapp'd their wings, and ſpread 

* The hafling roll, recording what we faid. 
© Now in my heart behold thy ponizrd ftain'd ; 

* Take the fad life which I have long difdain'd ; 

© End, in a dying virgin's wretched fate, 

_ © Thy ill-farr'd paſſion, and my fiedfaſt hate : 

© For long as blood informs theſe circling veins, 

© Or fleeting breath it's lateſt pow'r retains, 

Hear me to Egypt's vengeful gods declare, 

© Hate is my part ; be thine, © king, deſpair. 

* Now firike!”” the faid, and open'd bare her breaft. 
* Stand it in Judak's Chronicles confefs'd, 
* That David's fon, by impious paſſion mov'd, 

* Smote a ſhe-ſlave, and murder d what he lov'd !” 

Aſham'd, confus'd, I flarted from the bed, 
And to my foul, yet uncollected, faid, 
Into thyſelf, fond Solomon, return; 
© Reflect again, and thou again ſhalt mourn.” 
When I thro” number'd years have pleaſure fought, 
"And in vain hope the wanton phantom caught, 
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To mock my ſenſe and mortify my pride, 
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"Tis in another's pow'r, and is deny'd. 
Am I a king, great Heav'n ! does life or death 
Hang on the wrath or mercy of my breath, 
While kneeling I my ſervant's ſmiles inplore, 
And one mad damſel dares diſpute my pow'r ? 
To raviſh her !—that thought was ſoon deprefs'd, 
Which muſt debaſe the monarch to the beaft. 
To fend her back !—O whither, and to whom ? 
To lands where Solomon muſt never come? 
To that infulting rival's happy arms, 
For whom, diſdaining me, the keeps her charms ? 

Fantaſtick tyrant of the am*rous heart, 
How hard thy yoke! how cruel is thy dart ! 
Thoſe ſcape thy anger who refuſe thy fray, 
And thoſe are puniſh'd moſt who moſt obey. 
See Judah's king revere thy greatet por; 
— What canſt thou covet, or how wiumph more? 
Why then, O Love, with an obdurate ear, 
Does this proud nymph reject a monarch's pray'r? 
Why to ſome ſimple ſhepherd does the run, 
From the fond arms of David's fav'rite fon? 
Why flies the from the glories of a court, 
To ſome poor cottage on the mountain's brow, 
Wuere piaching want muſt curb her warm defies, 
And houſhold cares ſuppreſs thy genial fires ? 
| Too aptly the afflified heathens prove 
The force, while they ereſt the ſhrines of Love. 
His myſtick form the artizans of Greece 
In woun led ſtone or molten gold expreſs ; 
And Cyprus to his godhead pays her vow. 
Faſt in his hand the idol holds his bow; 
A quiver by his fide ſuſtains his fre 
Of pointed darts, fad emblems of his pow'r! 

10 A pair 
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A pair of wings he has, which he extends 
Now to be gone ; which now again he bends, 
Prone to return, as beſt may ſerve his wanton ends. 
Entirely thus I find the fiend pourtray d, 
Since firſt, alas! I faw the beauteous maid. 
I felt him firike, and now I fee him fly : 
Curs'd dzmon! O for ever broken lie 
Thoſe fatal ſhafis by which I inward bleed ! 
O can my wiſhes yet O ertake thy ſpeed! 


TA yl thou, pant, and hang thy flagging wing, 


Except thou turn'ſt thy courſe, refolv'd to bring 

The damſel back, and fave the love-ſick king. 
My foul thus ſtruggling in the fatal net, 

Unable to enjay-or to forget, 

I reaſon'd much, - alas! bat more I lov'd, 

Sent and recalPd, ordain d and difapprov'd ; 

Till, hopelef, plung'd in an aby{: of grief, 

I from neceſſity receiv'd relief; 

Time gently aided to aſſuage my pain, D 

_ But © how ſhort my interval of woe! 

Our griefs how ſwift, our remedies how flow ! 

Another nymph, (for ſo did Heav'n ordain, 

To change the manner but renew the pain;) 

Before the reſt affected Kill to ſtand, - 

And watch'd my eye, preventing my command. 

Abra—ſhe fo was call d—did fooneft haſte 

To grace my preſence—Abra went the laſt: 

Abra was ready ere I call'd her name ; 
And tho” I call'd another, Abra came. 

Her equals firſt obſery'd her growing zeal, 

And laughing gloſs d, that Abra ferv'd fo well. 

To me her-aftions did unheeded die, 

Or were remark'd but with a common eye; 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


More I obſerv'd peculiar in the maid. | 
The fun declin'd had hot his weſtern ray, 
When, tir'd with buſineſs of the folemn day, 
1 purpos'd to unbend the ev'ning hours, 

To mix the ſweets and miniſter the urn. 

| With awful homage- and ſubmiſſive dread © - | 
The maid approach'd, on my declining head | 
To pour the oils : ſhe trembled as ſhe pour d; 
With an unguarded look ſhe now devour'd 
And heav'd, and firove to-hide a fudden figh. 
© And whence,” faid I, * cant then have Grad or pain? 
— pond wi enianarmigs grad = 

* Secluded from the world and all it's care, 

© For ſure,” I added, « ſure thy little heart 

* Neer felt Love's anger, or receiv'd his dart? 

Her riſing ſhame adorn d the words it broke. 
The humble ſeries of his handmaid's care, 
O! while ſhe tells it let him not put on 

* Mine to obey, thy part is to ordain ; 
And tho” to mention be to ſuffer pain, 


* If weeping I find favour in his fight, 


_ © If the king ſmiles whillt I my woe recite, aas f 
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O witneſs earth beneath, and heav'n above, 
© Forcan I hide it! I am fick of love: 
© If madncf may the name of paſſion bear, 
© Or love be eu what is indeed deſpair. 


© The inward bent and motion of our fouls ! 

* Why haſt thou plac'd ſuch infinite degrees 

© Between the cauſe and cure of my diſeaſe ? 

© The mighty objeft of that raging fire 

© In which unpity d Abra muſt expire, 

© Had he been born ſome fimple ſhepherd's heir, 
© At mn with him I o'er the hills had run, 

© Scornful of winter's froſt and ſfammer's ſun, 

© Still aſking where he m{ade his flock to reſt at noon. 

© For him at night, the flear expefied gueſt, 

© I had with haſty joy prepar'd the feaſt, 

And from the o'er the diſtant plain, 

© Sent forth my longing eye to meet the ſwain, 

© Wav'rin;, impatient, tf d by Hope and Fear, 

© And the lov'd dog declare his maſter near. 

On my declining neck and open breaſt 

'© I fhould have lulP'd the lovely youth to reſt, 

And from beneath his head at dawning day, 

_ © With fofieſt care, have fion my arm away, 
© To riſe and from the fold releaſe the ſheep, 

© Fond of his flock, indulgent to his flecp. 

* Orif kind Heav'n, propitions to my flame, 

(For ſure from Heav'n the faithful ardour came!) 

Had ble d my life, and deck'd my natal hour, 

© With height of title and extent of pow'r, 

* Without a crime my paſſion had aſpizr'd, 

* Found the lov'd prince, and told what I defir'd. 
_ © Then I had com», preventing Sheba's queen, 

To ſee the comelieſt of the ſons of men; 


© Thou for'reign Pow'r, whoſe fecret will controuts 


} 


* To 
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© To hear the channing poet's am*rous foug, 
And gather honey, falling from his tongue ; 
To take the fragrant H of his mouth, 
< Sweeter than breezes of her native fourth z 
© Likening his grace, his perſon, and his mien, 
© To all that great or beauteous I had feen. 
© Serene and bright his eyes, as ſolar beams, Ws 
Reflecting temper'd light from chryſtal ſtreams; 
© Ruddy as gold his cheek ; hiv boſom fair 
As ſilver; the curl'd ringlets of his hair 
* Black as the raven's wing ; his lip more red 
© Than eaſtern coral, or the ſcarlet thread ; 
© Even his teeth, and white like a young flock, 


* Coeval, newly horn, from the clear brook 

© Recent, and blanching on the fanny rock. 

«< Ivy. with ſapphices interſpers d, explains 

* How white his hands, how blue the manly veins ; 

„ Columns of poliſh'd marble, firmly fer 
- © On golden baſes, ave his legs and feet ; 
: * His ſtature all majeſtick, all divine, 


Straight as the palm-wee, feng as is the pine; 
* Saffron and myrrh ave on his garments ſhed, 
And everlaſting ſweets bloom round his bead. 
© What utter I! where am I! wretched maid! 
Thy ſoul's defire to meet his high embrace, 
And bleſſing ſtampꝰd upon thy fature race ; 
To bid attentive nations bleſs thy womb, 
+ With unborn monarchs chang, and Solomons to come” 
© O fooliſh maid ! and, O unhappy tale ! 
My ſuf ring heart for ever ſhall defy 
© O! yet my tortur'd ſenſes deep retain * 
FTbe wretched mem'ry of my former pain, 2 : l 
rn 
0 | Ry 


© As time,” I faid, © may happily efface 


© That cruel image of the king's dalgrace, 


* Imperial Reaſon ſhall reſume her ſeat, 


© And Solomon, once falln, again be great. 


Ney d by paſſion, as fubdu'd in war, 
We wiſely ſhould exert a double care; 
n 
Idee: "was humanity ; A 
Some reſpite to the forrows of my ſlave. 
Her fond exceſs proclaim'd her paſſion true, 
And gen”rous pity to that truth was due. 
Well I entreated her who well deſerv d; 
I cal her often, for ſhe always ferv'd : 
Ute made her perſon cafy to my fight, 
And eaſe inſenfibly produc'd delight. 
Whene'er I zevelPd in the women's bow'rs, 
(For firſt I fought her but at looſer hours) 
The cake ſhe kneaded was the ſav'ry meat; | 
But fruits their odour loſt, and meats their taſte, 
F gentle Abra had not deck'd the featt : 
— Unleſs receiv'd from gentle Abra's hand; | 
And when the virgins form'd the ev*ning choir, 
Raiſing their voices to the maſter-lyre, 


Too flat I thought this. voice, and that too ſhrill ; 


One ſhew'd too much, and one too little fill : 
Till all was huſh'd, and Abra ſung alone. 
Fairer ſhe ſeem'd diftnguiſh'd from the reſt, 
And better mien diſclos d, as better drefs'd : 
A bright tiarz round. her forchead ty'd, 

To juſter bounds conſin d it's rifing pride ; 
Nender d it's panting whiteneſs more confeſs d; 
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In our own ſtrength unhappily ſecure, 
And by the blaſt of ſelF-opinion mov'd, 
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Bracelets of pearl gave roundneſs to her arm, 5 
And ev'ry gem augmented page > > 2 
And ſhe more lovely grew as more belov'd. 

And now I could behold, avow, and blame, 
The ſeveral follies of my former flame ; | 
The certain joys that lie in proſp'rous love. 
For what,” faid I. from Abra can I fear, 

Too humble to inſult, too ſoſt to be ſevere? 
The damſel's fole ambition is to pleaſe ; 
With freedom I may like, and quit with eaſe : 
© She ſoothes, but never can enthral my mind. 

* Why may not peace and love for once be join'd ” 
Great Heav'n ! K | 
How by himſelf inſenfibly betray'd ! 


Too little cautious of the adverſe pow'r, 


On Pleaſure's flowing brink we idly ſtray, 
Matters as yet of our returning way : 
Seeing no danger, we diſarm our mind, 
And give our conduct to the waves and wind; 
Then in the flow'ry mead or verdant ſhade, 

To wanton dalliance negligently laid, 

We weave the chaplet and we crown the bowl, 
And fmiling fee the nearer waters roll, 
Till the ſtrong guſts of raging paſſion riſe, 
Till the dire tempeſt mingles earth and fies, 


Round our devoted heads the billows beat, | 
And from our troubled view the leſſen'd lands retreat. 

O mighty Love! from thy unbounded pow'r - 
How mall the human boſom reſt ſecure ? 
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How ſhall our thought avoid the various ſnare, 
Or wiſdom to our caution'd foul declee 
The diff rent ſhapes thou pleaſeſt to employ, 
When bent to hurt, and certain to deſtroy ? 

The haughty nymph, in open beauty dreſi'd, 
To-day encounters our unguarded breaſt ; 
Unbent her foul, and in misfortune great, 
She fcorns the world, and dares the rage of Fate. 
And guard our condudt with becoming pride, 
Charm'd with the courage in her action ſhown, 

We praiſe her mind, the image of our own. 

She that can pleaſe is certain to perſuade ; 
To-day belov'd, to-morrow is obey'd. | 
We think we fee thro” Reaſon's opticks right, 
Nor find how Beauty*s rays elude our fight : 

Struck with her eye whilſt we applaud her mind ; 
And when we ſpeak hey great, we with her kind. 

To-morrow, cracl Pow'r! thou arm the fair 

With flowing forrow and diſhevell'd hair : 

Sad her complaint, and humble is her tale ; 

Her fighs explaining where her accents fail. 
Here gen'rous ſoftneſs warms the honeſt breaſt ; 
We raiſe the fad, and ſuccour the diftrefs'd ; 
And whilſt our wiſh prepares the kind relief, 
Whilit pity mitigates ber rifing grief, 
We ficken foon from her contagious care, 
Grieve for her ſorrows, groan for her deſpair, 
Againſt this neareſt, cruclle@# of foes, 

What ſhall wit meditate, or force oppoſe ? 
Whence, feeble Nature, ſhall we ſummon aid, 
If by our pity and our pride betray'd ? 
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Esternal remedy ſhall we hope to find, 
K ²˙·R OIIOY | 
Inſulting there does Reaſon's power deride, 
Aud, blind himſelf, condufts the dazaled guide ? 
My conqu rer now, my lovely Abra, held 
My freedom in her chains z my heart was . 

With her, with her alone ; in her alone | 
{t ſought it's peace and joy: — zics * 
it ſigh'd, and griev'd, impatient of her ſlay; 

Return'd, ſhe chas'd thoſe fighs, that grief, away ; 
Her abſence made the night ; her preſence brought the day. 

The ball, the play, the maſk, by turns ſucceed : 
For her I make the fong ; the dance with her I lead. 

I court her, various, in each ſhape and dreſs 
That luxury may form or thought expreſs. - 

To-day beneath the palm-tree, on the plains, 
In Deborah's arms and habit Abra reigns : 

The wreath, denoting conqueſt, guides her brow, 
And low, like Barak, at her feet I bow. 

The mimick Chorus fings her profp'rous hand, 
As the had flain the ſoe and fav'd the land. 

To-morrow ſhe approves a ſofter air, 

Forſakes the pomp and pageantry of war; 

The form of peaceful Abigail aſſimes, 

And from the village with the preſent comes: 
Receive her bounties and recite her charms, 
Whilt I affume my father's ſtep and mien, 

To meet, with due regard, my future queen. 

F haply Abra's will be now inclin'd 
To range the woods or chace the flying hind, 
Soon as the fun awakes, the ſprightly court 
Leave their repoſe, and haſten to the ſport. 
In leſſen d royaley, and humble ftate, 
Thy king, Jeruſalem ! deſcends to wait 
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Mixture of Periia's and Arabia's breed, 
Suſtains the nymph : her garments flying looſe, 
(As the Sydonian maids or Thracian uſe) 
By art, like negligence. diſcles'd, and bare. 


Her left-hand guides the hunting courfer's flight, 


A filver bow the carries in her right, 
Nuſſles the; chan apraw's ſeather d pride; 
Sapbires and diamonds on her front diſplay 
Her, as the preſent goddeſs, I obey ; 
Beneath her feet the captive game I lay: 
The mingled Chorys fing Diana's fame ; 
Againſt the hills ; the hills refle& the ſound. 
If, tir'd this ev*uing with. the hunted woods, 
To the large fiſh-pools or the glafy floods 
Her mind to-morrow points, a thouſand hands, 


Upon the wat'ry beach an artful pile 
Of planks is join'd, and forms a moving iſle; 
A golden chariot in the mid{t is ſet, 
Aud filver cygnets ſcem to feel it's weight. 
Abra, bright queen! aſcends ber gaudy throne, 
Ja {:mblance of the Grecian Venus known; 
Tritons and ſea-green Naĩads round her move, 
And fing in moving ſixains the force of love; 
n 


I, her adorer, 100, devoutly fund: | 
Faſt on the utmoſt margin of the land, 
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Till Abra comes. She eames! a milk-white fteed, 


To-night employ'd, obey the king's commands, 


With - 
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The fancy's pode vil rom he wats, 
_ O ſubjet Reaſon ! O imperious Love? - 
Whither yet farther would my folly toe? 
Is it enough that Abra ould be great 
In the wall'd palace or the rural featz 
Contrive to hide my plenitude of ſhame? 
No, no: Jeruſalem combin'd muſt ſte 
My open fault and regal infamy. 
Solemn a month is deſtia'd for the fealt : 
Abra invites ; the nation is the gueſt ! 
To have the honour of each day ſuſtain'd, | 
The woods are travers d, and the lakes are drain'd : 
Anitia's with end HONEY Ot OV; 
Hardly the pheeutce Rigg | 
The men their lyres, he ichits ieke vikers taile, 
To fing my happineſs and Abta's praiſe, 
And flaviſh bards our mutal loves rehearſe 
In lying ſtrains and ignominious verſe ; 


int 


Whom prudent Love from publick eyes ſould hide, 


I ſhow her to the world, confeſs d and known 
Queen of my heart, and partner of my throne. 
From Dan and from Beerſheba they reſort ; 
They barter places and diſpoſe of grants, 
Whole provinces unequal to their wants; 
They teach her to recede or to debate; 

Wick toys of love to mix affairs of ſtate ;: 
By praftis'd rules her empire to ſecure, 

And im my pleaſure make my ruin ſure. 

They gave, and the transfer d the cur:'d advice, 
That monarchs ſhould their inward foul di 
Ditemble and command, be falſe and wile 3 
N 2 
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| Abra poſſeſs d ; the was it's better part. 
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By ignominious arts, fe 
Should compliment ther ths, and than their g. 
And now I leave the true and juſt fupports 

Of legal princes and of honeft courts; 
Barzillai”s and the fierce Benaiah's heirs, | 
Whoſe fires, great parners in my father's cares, 
Saluted their young king, at Hebron crown'd, 
Great by their toil, and glorious by their wound: 
And now, unhappy counſe! ! I prefer 


Thoſe whom my follies only made me fear » 


Old Corah's brood and taunting Shimei's race, 

Miſcreants! who ow'd their lives to David's grace, 

r ˙· 3 ers thn ws bis free. | 
- Still Ares pow'r, my feandal fill increas'd ; 

1 — 

Her will alone could ſettle or revoke, 


| And law was fix*d by what the lateſt ſpoke. 


Hrael Abea was my cares » 
T only thought, and R for her. 
I durſt not reaſon with my wounded heart : 


O! had I now review'd the famous cauſe 


Which gave my righteous youth fo juſt applauſe, 
In vain on the diſſembled mother's tongue 

Had cunning art and fly perſuaſion hung, 

And real care in vain, and native love, 


Or flain or fav'd, as Abra frown'd or ſmib d. 
Unknowing to command, proud to obey, 
A lifeleſs king, a royal ſhade I lay. 
Unheard, the injur'd orphans now complain; 
The widows* cries addrefs the throne in vain. 
Cauſes unjudg d diſgrace the loaded file, 


| And fleeing laws the king's negle®t revile. 


No more the elders throng'd around my throne, 
To hear my maxzms and reform their owns 
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How Moſes govern'd and how David tought. 
Looſe and undiſciplin'd the foldier lay, 


Or loſt in drink and game the folid days 
Porches and ſchools, defign'd for publick good, 
Uncover'd, and with ſcaffolds cumber'd flood, 
Half pillars wanted thcir expected height, 
And roofs imperfect prejudic'd the fight. 
The artiſts grieve; the lab'ring people droop : 
My father's legacy, my country's hope, 

The wiſe and grave deplor'd their monarch's fate, 
And future miſchiefs of a ſinking ftate. 
* I this,” the ſerious ſaid, is this the man 
_ © Whoſe aftive foul thro? ev'ry feience ran? 
© Who by juft rule and elevated ill, | 
© Preſcrib'd the dubious bounds of good and ill ? 
© Whoſe golden ſayings, and immortal wit, 
* On large phylaRteries exprefive writ, 


| © Were to the forchead of the Rabbins ty'd, 


* Gr pours and our age's pride? 

Could not the wiſe his wild deſires reftrain? 
* Then was our hearing, and his preaching van? 
© What from his life and letters were we taught, 
* Bat that his knowledge aggravates his fault 

In lighter mood, the hum'rous and the gay, 
(As crown'd with roſes at their feaſts they lay) 
Sent the full goblet charg'd with Abra's name, 
And charms ſaperior to their maſter's fame. 
How aptly luxe and empire might agrez : 
Some gloſs'd how Love and Wiſdom were at firife, 
. Fhanmets to EEE mp ID. 

* However, friend, here's to the king! one cries. 
* To kim who was the king !* the friend replies. 

| 5 * | * The 
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- © The king, for Judal's and for Wiſdom's curſe 
© To Abra yields: could I or thou do worſe? 
Our looſer lives let Chance or Folly fleer, 
© If thus the prudent and determin'd err. 
Let Dinah bind with flow'rs her flowing hair, 
© And touch the lute, and found the wanton air; 
© Let us the bliſs without the ting receive, 
© Free as we will, or to enjoy or leave. 
© Pleaſures on Levity's ſmooth ſurface flow; 
© Thought brings the weight that ſinks the ſoul to woe, 

+ New bo tb euie ods Meg center's, 
And added to the thouſand he has made.” 

* Sadly, O Reaſon ! is thy pow'r expreſs'd, 
© 'Thou gloomy tyrant of the frighted breaft ! 


© If for our wiſdom we our pleaſure give, 
© And more to think be only more to grieve ; 
_ © If Judab's king, at thy tribunal try d, 
© Forſakes his joy to vindicate his pride, 
© And, changing ſorrows, I am only found 
oos'd from the chains of Love, in thine more friQly bourd. 
© Rat, do I call thee tyrant, or complain 
"4% © How hard thy laws, how abſolute thy reign ? 
While thou, alas! art but an empty name, 
To no two men, who e'er diſcours'd, the fame ; 
© The idle product of a troubled thought, 
In borrow'd ſhapes and airy colours wrought ; 
© A fancy'd line, and a reflefted ſhade ; 


* A chain which man to fetter man has made, : 
* By artifice impos'd, by fear obey'd. 

Vet, wretched name, or arbitrary thing, RY 
* Whence-ever I thy cruel eſſence bring, 
© I own thy iaflaence, for I feel thy fling. 


© Reluctant I perceive thee in my foul, 
* Form'd to command, and deſtin'ꝰd to controul. 
© Yes, thy inſulting dictat es ſhall be heard ; 

© Virtue for once ſhall be her own reward. 
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_ © Yes, rebel Ifracl, this unhappy maid 

„Shall be dini dt the crowd ſhall be obey'd : 

« The king his paſſion and his rule ſhall leave, 

No longer Abra's, but the people's flave : | 
My coward foul ſhall bear it's wayward fate; | [ 


I will, alas! be wretch-d to be great, 

And figh in royalty, and grieve in ſtate.“ 
I faid, reſoly's to plunge into my grief [ 

At once, fo far as to expeR relief 

From my deſpair alone 

I choſe to write the thing I durſt nor ſpeak 

To her I lov'd, to her I maſt forfake. 

The harſh epiſtle labour d much to prove 

] always ſhould (it ſaid) eſteem her well, 

But never fee her more: it bid her fee} 

No future pain for me ; but inſtant wed 

A lover more proportion'd to her bed, 

And quiet dedicate her remnant life 

To the juſt duties of an humble wiſe. 

She read, and forth to me ſhe wildly ran ; 

To me, the eaſe of all her former pain. 

And with alternate paſſion liv'd and dy'd; 

Till now, deny'd the liberty to mourn, 

And by rude Fury from my preſence torn, 

This only object of my real care 

Cut off from hope, abandon ' d to deſpair, 

In ſome few poſting fatal hours is huzl'd | 

Foun wandih, Gums pow, n . 

Here tell me, if thou dar ſt, my conſcious foul, 
What diff rent ſorrows did within thee roll? | 


* What pangs, what fees, what make; Sid thee Salleia Þ | 
* Whar tad viciſiades of ſmarting pain ? 

* How oft from pomp and flate did I remove, $ a4 0 
To feed deſpair, and cheriſh hopelets love? | fs of 
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_ * How off, all day, recall'd I Abet chm, 
Her beauties prefs'd, and panting in my arms? 
Ho oft, with fighs, view'd ev'ry female face, 
Where mimick Fancy might her likenefs trace? 
© How oft defir'd to fily from IfracPs throne, 
* And live in ſhades with her and Love alone ? 
© How oft, all night, purſu'd her in my dreams, 
.* Ofex flow'ry rallies and thro? cryſtal fireams; 
'* And, waking, view'd with grief the rifing fin, 
* And fondly mourn'd the dear deluſion gone“? 
When thas the guther's ficrms of wretched love, 
In my ſwoll'n boſom with long war had ſtrove, 
At length they broke their bounds; at length their force 
Bore down whatever met it's ſtronger courſe ; 
Laid all the civil bonds of manhood waſte, 
And fcatter'd ruin as the torrent paß d. 
The congregated ſnow and ſwelling rain, g 
Pretipitate the furious torrent flows : 
In vain would ſpeed avoid or firength oppoſe; 


Towns, foreſts, herds, and men, promiſcuous drown'd; a 


With one great death deform the dreary ground; 
The echo'd woes from diftant rocks reſound. 
And now wh.at impious ways my wiſhes took, 
How they the monarch and the man forſook ; 
And how I follow'd an abandon'd will, 

Tre crooked paths and fad retreats of ill; 
How Judah's daughters now, now foreign flave:, 
By turns my proftituted bed receives; 
"Theo? tribes of women how I looſely rang'd 


Enjoy'd, diſdain'd, was grateful or unjuſt. 
* O, be theſe ſcenes from haman eyes 
* In clouds of decent fence jullly veil's! 


* ©, be 
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„0, be the wanton images convey'd 
To black oblivion and eternal ſhade ! 
* Or let their fad epitome alone, 
And outward lines, to future age be known ; 
Enough to propagate the ſure belief, 
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„ That vice engenders ſhame, and folly broods o'er grief.* 


Bury'd in floth, and loft in caſe, I lay; 
The night I revell'd, and I ſlept the day. 
New heaps of fuel damp'd my kindling fires, 
And daily change extinguiſh'd young deſires. 
By it's own force deſtroy d, fruition ceas'd ; 
And always weary'd, I was never pleas'd. 
No longer, now, does my neg'efted mind 
It's wonted ftores and old ideas find : 
 Fix'd Judgment there no longer does abide, 
To take the true, or ſet the falſe aſide. 
No longer does ſwift Mem'ry trace the cells, 
Where ſpringing Wit or young Invention dwells : 
Frequent debauch to habitude prevails ; 
Patience of toil and love of virtue fails. 
By fad degrees impair'd, my vigour dies, 
Till I command no longer, een in vice. 
The women on my dotage build their ſway : 
They aſk, I grant ; they threaten, I obey. 
In regal garments now I gravely firide, 
Aw'd by the Perſian damſels“ haughty pride; 
Now with the looſer Syrian dance and ſing, 
In robes tuck'd up, opprobrious to the king. 
Charm'd by their eyes, their manners I acquire, 
And ſhape my fooliſhneſs to their deſire ; 
Seduc'd and aw'd by the Philiſtine dame, 
At Dagon's ſhrine I kindle impious flame. 
Wich the Chaldean's charms her rites prevail, 
And curling frankincenſe aſcends to Baal. 
To each new harlot I new altars dreſs, 
And ſerve her god whoſe perſon I carefs. 
| O 
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Where, my deluded Senſe, was Reaſon flown? 
Where the high majeſty of David's throne ? 
Where all the maxims of eternal truth, 

With which the living God inform'd my youth ; 
When with the lewd Egyptian I adore 

Van idols, deities that ne'er before 
In Iſrael's land had fix'd their dire abodes, 
Beaſtly divinities, and droves of gods: 
Oris, Apis, pow'rs that chew the cud ; 

And dog Anubis, flatt'rer for his food ? 

When in the woody hills“ forbidden ſhade 

I carv'd the marble, and invok' d it's aid ? 
When in the fens to ſnakes and flies, with zeal 
Unworthy human thought, I proſtrate fell; 
To ſhrubs and plants my vile devotion paid, 
And ſet the bearded leek to which I pray'd ? 

When to all beings ſacred rites were giv'n, 
Forgot the Arbiter of earth and heav'n ? 

Thro' theſe fad ſhades, is hace bn ae fant, 
Some ſeeds of light at length began to roll: 
The riſing motion of an infant ray | 
Shot glimm'ring thro? the cloud, and promis d day. 
And now, one moment able to reflect, 

I found the king abandon'd to neglect, 

Seen without awe, and ferv'd without reſpect. 
I found my ſubjects amicably join 

To lefſen their defects by citing mine. 

The prieft with pity pray'd for David's race, 
And left his text to dwell on my diſgrace. 
The father, whilſt he warn'd his erring fon, 
The fad examples which he ought to ſhun 
Defcrib'd, and only nam'd not Solomon. 
Each bard, each fire, did to his pupil ſing, 
© A wiſe child better than a fooliſh king! 
Into myſelf my reaſon's eye I turn'd, 
And as I muck reflected, much I mourn'd. 
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© A mighty king I am, an earthly god ; 
Nations obey my word, and wait my nod: 
I raiſe or fink, impriſon or ſet free; 
And life or death depends on my decree. 
© Fond the idea, and the thought is vain ; 
Oer Judah's king ten thouſand tyrants reign : 
© Legions of luſt, and various pow'rs of ill, 
© Inſult the maſter”s tributary will; 
And he from whom the nations ſhould receive 
* Juſtice and freedom, lies himſelf a ſlave ; 
* Tortur'd by cruel change of wild deſires, 
* Laſh'd by mad rage, and fcorch'd by brutal fires. 
* O Reaſon! once again to thee I call; 
Accept my ſorrow, and retrieve my fall. 
© Wiſdom, thou ſay ' ſt, from Heav'n receiv'd her birth, 
Her beams tranſmitted to the ſubject earth: 
© Yet this great empreſs of the human foul! 
Does only with imagin'd pow'r controu! ; 
I reſtleſs paſſion, by rebellious fway, 
« Compels the weak ufurper to obey. 
© © troubled, weak, and coward, as thou art! 
Without thy poor advice the lab'ring heart 
To worſe extremes with ſwiſter ſteps would run; 
Not fav'd by virtue, yet by vice undone ! 
Oft have I ſaid, ** the praiſe of doing well 
Is to the ear as ointment to the ſmell. 
«© Now if ſome flies perchance, however ſmall, 
Into the alabaſter urn ſhould fall; 
The odours of the ſweets inclos'd would die, 
And ſtench corrupt (fad change !) their place ſupply : 
«© $0 the leaſt faults, if mix'd with faireſt deed, 
% Of future ill become the fatal ſeed; 
Into the balm of pureſt virtue caſt, 
* Annoy all life with one contagious blag.” 
© Loſt Salomon! purſue this thought no more : 
Of thy paſt errors recollect the ſtore; 


£4. | And 
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© Shall fing the juſt, ſhall o'er their head diffuſe 

© Thy crimes alone; and to thy evil fame J 
© Impartial, ſcatter damps and poiſons on thy name.” 
Awaking therefore, as who long had dream'd, 
Much of my women and their gods aſham'd, 

| From: this abyfs of exemplary vice 

”  #KRefolv'd, as time might aid my thought, to riſe, 
Again I bid the mournful goddefs write 

The fond purſuit of fugitive delight ; 

Bid her exalt her melancholy wing ; 
And, rais'd from earth, and fav'd from paſſion, fing 
Of human hope by croſs event deſtroy d, 

Of uſeleſs wealth, and greatneſs unenjoy'd ; 


POWER. 
THE ARGUMENT. 


Solomon conſiders man through the ſeveral ſtages and conditions of life, aud 
concludes, in general, that we are all miſerable. He refleQts more particu- 
larly, upon the trouble and uncertainty of greatneſs and power ; gives ſome 
inſtances thereof from Adam down to himſelf; and ftill concludes that 
ALL 1s vantTY. He reaſons again upon life, death, and a future being; 

finds human wiſdom too imperfe@ to reſolve his doubts 3 has recourſe to 
religion; is informed by an angel what hail happen to himſelf, his family, 
and his kingdom, till the redemption of Ifrac! : and, upon the whole, re- 
folves to ſubmit his inquiries and anxieties to the wiil of his Creator. 


ou, then, my foul! I call thee by that name; 

Thon buſy thing, from whence I know I am; 
* For knowing that I am, I know thou art ; | 
* Since that muſt needs exiſt, which can impart ! 


© Bus 
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* But how thou cam'ſt to be, or whence thy fpring ? "TOY 
s For various of thee prieſts and poets fing. K 1 
« Hear'ſt thou, ſubmiſſive, but a lowly birth, | A 
© Some ſeparate particles of finer earth ; | i 
A plain effect which Nature muſt beget, 
© As motion orders, and as atoms meet; 
© Companion of the body's good or ill, 
From force of inſtin& more than choice of will ; 
© Conſcious of fear or valour, joy or pain, 
As the wild courſes of the blood ordain : 
© Who as degrees of heat and cold prevail, 
© In youth doſt flouriſh, and with age ſhalt fail ; 
Till mingled with thy partner's lateſt breath, 
Thou fly' diſſolv'd in air and loſt in death? 
Or if thy great exiſtence would aſpire 
To cauſes more ſublime, of heav*nly fire ? 
© Wer't thou a ſpark ſtruck off, a fep'rate ray, 
* Ordain'd to mingle with terreſtrial clay; 
Wich it condem'd for certain years to dwell, 
© To grieve it's frailties, and it's pains to feel ; 
To teach it good and ill, diſgrace or fame, 
Pale it with rage, or redden it with ſhame ; 
* To guide it's actions with informing care, 
In peace to judge, to conquer in the war; 
* Render it agile, witty, valiant, fage, 
* As fits the various courſe of human age ; 
* Till as the earthly part decays and falls, 
© The captive breaks her priſon's mould' ring walls, 
* Hovers a while upon the fad remains, 
* Which now the pile or ſepulchre contains, 
* Impatient to regain her native ſkies ? 
* Whate'er thou art, where'er ordain'd to go, 
© (Points which we rather may diſpute than know) 
Come on, thou little inmate of this breaſt; 
* Which, for thy fake, from paſſions I diveſt: 


_ © Far 


- 
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© For theſe, thou ſay'ft, raiſe all the ſtormy ſtrife 
«© Which hinder thy repoſe, and trouble life ! | 
© Be the fair level of thy actions laid, 


As temp'rance wills, and prudence may perſuade ; 


© Re thy affeftions undiſturb'd and clear, 


© Guided to what may great or good appear, 1 g 
© And try if life be worth the liver's care. F 
Ama d in man there juſtly is beheld 

What thro” the whole creation has excell'd ; 


| © The life and growth of plants, of beaſts the ſenſe, 


© 'The angels forecaſt and intelligence : 


Say, from theſe glorious ſeeds what harveſt flows; 


© Recount our bleſſings, and compare our woes ? 
© In it's true light let cleareſt Reaſon ſee 


© The man dragg d out to act, and forc'd to be; 


© Helpleſs and naked, on a woman's knees | 
To be expos d or rear'd as ſhe may pleaſe, 
© Feel her neglect, and pine from her diſeaſe : 

© His tender eye by too direct a ray 

* Wounded, and flying from unpraftis'd day; 

His heart aſſaulted by invading air, 

* And beating fervent to the vital war ; 

* To his young ſenſe how various forms appear, 

That ſtrike his wonder and excite his fear: 

* By his diſtortions he reveals his pains ; 

* He by his tears and by his fighs complains ; 

© Till time and uſe aſſiſt the infant wretch, 
* By broken words and rudiments of ſpeech, 
His wants in plainer characters to ſhow, 

And paint more perfect figures of his woe: 
© Condemn'd to facrifice his childiſh years 

To babbling 1gn'rance and to empty fears; 
To paſs the riper period of his age, 
Acting his part upon a crouded ftage ; 


© To laſting toils expos'd, and endleſs cares, 


© To open dangers, and to fecret ſnares ; 


« To 
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© To malice which the vengeful foe intends, 
And the more dang'rous love of ſeeming friends. 
His deeds examin'd by the people's will, 
Or, ſadly cenſur d in their curs'd debate, 
« Who in the ſcorner's or the judge's feat 
Dare to condemn the virtue which they hate. 
Or would he rather leave this frantick ſcene, 
And trees and beaſts prefer to courts and men; 
In the remoteſt wood and lonely grot 5 
Certain to meet that worſt of evils, Thought; 
Diff rent ideas to his mem ry brought— 
Some intricate, as are the pathleſs woods, 
© Impetuous ſome, as the deſcending floods; 
© No ſweet companion near with whom to mourn, 
© He hears the echoing rock return his fighs, 
And from himſelf the frighted hermit flies. 

© Thus, thro” what path foc'er of life we rove, 
* Rage companies our hate, and grief our love ; 
* Vex'd with the preſent moment's heavy gloom, 
* Why ſeek we brightneſs from the years to come? 
© Diſturb'd and broken, like a ſick man's fleep, 
Our troubled thoughts to diſtant proſpects leap, 
© Defirous ſtill what flies us to o'ertake ; 
© For hope is but the dream of thoſe that wake : 
© Of woes a-new, which, were we to ſuſtain, c 


© We ſhould refuſe to tread the path again; 


Still adding grief, fill counting from the firſt, 
© Judging the lateſt evil ſtill the work, 
And ſadly finding each progreſſive hour 


8 Heighten their number and augment their pow'r; 


* Till by one countleſs ſum of woes opprefs'd, 
* Hoary with cares, and ignorant of ref, 
| | © We 
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* CompelP'd our common impotence to mourn. 
* Thas thro” the round of age to childhood we return; 
© Reflefting find, that naked from the womb 
© We yeſterday came forth ; that in the tomb 
Naked again we muſt to-morrow lie, 
Porn to lament, to labour, and to die. 

© Paſs we the ills which each man feels or dreads, 
© The weight or falPn or hanging o'er our heads; 
_ © The bear, the lion, terrors of the plain, 
© The ſheepfold ſcatter'd, and the ſhepherd ſlain; 
© The frequent errors of the pathleſs wood, 
© The giddy precipice, and the dang'rous flood; 
* The noiſome peſt'lence, that in open war 
Terrible, marches thro” the mid-day air, 
© And ſcatters death; the arrow that, by night, 
© Cuts the dank miſt, and fatal wings it's flight; 
© The billowing ſnow, and violence of the ſhower, 
* That from the hills diſperſe their dreadful ſtore, 
* And o'er the vales collected ruin pour; 
* The worm that gnaws the ripening fruit, fad gueſt; 
* Canker or locuſt, hurtful to infeſt 
* The blade ; while huſks elude the tiller's care, 
And eminence of want diſtinguiſhes the year. 

© Paſs we the flow diſeaſe, and fubtle pain, 
Which our weak frame is deftin'd to ſuſtain ; 
© The cruel ſtone, with congregated war 
_ © Tearing his bloody way ; the cold catarrh, © 
_ © With frequent impulſe and continu'd firife, * 
© Weak'ning the waſted feats of irkſome lifes 
* The gout's fierce rack, the burning fever's rage, 
© The fad experience of decay ; and Age, 
_ © Herſelf the foreſt ill ; while Death and Eaſe, 

* Oft and in vain invok'd, gr to appeaſe 
* From the vex'd patient andthe fickly bed. 


1 
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« The dftates of it's feeble maſters wilt. — 
2 2 
N r ang 
* The verdant riſing of the flow'ry hall, 
The vale enamell'd, and the chryſtal rill, 
PA * Beautiful objects !. ſhall delight no more; 8 
nere 
* « After th falling of the latter rain ; 
# « But to d aged blind ſhall neer return 
3 1 
ps'd to him, and loſt in everlaſting night. bs, 
Behold where Age's wretched victim lies ! 
* „er his bead trembling, and his half-clos'd eyes , 
/ ®Frequent for breath his panting boſom heaves ; a 


Fre broken lep his remnant fenſe he gives, 
1 py be coor 
I&y devouring Time, the filver cord 
* DiſlewWd Res; unhonour'd from the board, 
* The chryſtal urn, when broken, 1 
0 * And apter utenſils their place ſupply. 


„Die, and be loſt; corrupt, forgot : 
* While ſtill another, and 


=_ 
11 3 ind now give up the place From 
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From earth all came, to earth muſt all return; & 
* Frail as the cord, and brittle as the urn. 
© But be the terror of theſe ills ſfupprefs'd, 

And view we man with health and vigour blefs'd. 

Home he returns with the declining fon, 

Goes forth again with the aſcending ray, 

And find the ill-fufficient to the day. | 

«* Haply at night he does with horror ſhun 

© A widow'd daughter, or a dying fon; 

* His\eighbour's offspring he to-morrow ſees, 

* Abd doubly feels his want in their increaſe : e 

© The next day, and the next, he muit attend 

His foe triumphant, or his buried friend 

© In ev'xy aft and turn of life he feels * 

© The truſt betray'd, the nuptial bed abus's; ® 1 

And doubtful iſſue of miſ-conſtru'd laws; « 
” © The crafty turns of a diſhoneſt fate, * 

| 


= 


„ 


© The venom'd tongue injurious to his fame, ds | 
* Which nor can willow hun, nor fair advice reclaim. * , | 
© Produc'd as atoms form their fluit'ring | . 
Or higher yet their eſſence may we draw 'xF 
From deftin'd order and eternal law ? S 4 
* Again, my Muſe, the cruel &oubt repeat: 

« Spring they, I fay, from accident or Fate? 

© Yet ſuch we find they are, as can controul 

© 'The ſervile aſtions of oug ting foul ; 

Can fright, can alter, or can chain the will; 
Their ills all built oa life at fundamental ill. 


N 


* 


*. X 


| © The thous load, and laid his burden down 
< Whom the cut braſs, a wounded marble} ſhows 
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© O fatal cht in which the lab'ring mind; 
Still preſs d with weight of woe, ll hopes to find. 
© A ſhadow of delight, a dream of peace, 


© From years of pain one moment of releaſe : 


« Hoping, at leaſt, ſhe may herſelf deceive; <— 


Happy the mortal man, who nowy at laſt, . 
© Whoto his deſtin d ſtage has carry'd on 


* 


_ © Viſtayo'er Life, agdl all her train of woes : 


+ Toſhorter labour and a lighter weight, 
_ © Receiv'd bat yeſterday the gift of breath, * 


© Order'd to-morrow to return to death. „ 
© But, O! beyond deſcription, happieſt he oy - 5 
3 ner mult roll on life's tumultuous ſea; 

* Who, with bleb's freedom, from the gon"val & _ 


* Exempt, muſt never force the womb, 
* Who breathes muſt fuſfer, and who thinks muſt mourn ; 
And he alone is bleſs'd who ne'er was born.” 

_ © Yet, in thy turn, thou frowning Preacher, hear ; 
© Are not theſe general maxims too ſevere ? 


* Say, cannot Pow'r ſecure it's owner”s bliſs ? wn”. 
And is nat Wealth the potent fire of Peace? 0 
93322 1 
„Tell thee, life is but one common care, _ 
And man was born to ſuſſer und to fear.* 
© But is no rank, no ſtation, no degree, * 
* From this contagious taint of forrow fage?” —_— 
- + None, mental! none! yet Wn boldenſrain, _ & 
2 3 
. E's _ „ But 
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* Dez hewer, n and prophane, retire ; 
© For I adapt my voice, and raiſe my hre 
To notions not by vulgar ear receiv'd— 

© Ye ſtill muſt cet life and be deceiv's ; 

© Your very ſea ef death ſhall make ye try 


To catch the ſhade of immortality, 
_ © Wiſhing on earth to linger, and to fave 


© The name of wiſe or great, of judge or king ? 


© Part of it's prey from the devouring grave; 
To thoſe who may ſurvive you to bequeath 
Something entire, in ſpite of Time and Death; 


* A fancy'd Kd of being to retrieve, % 

And in a book or from a building, live. 3 * 
© Falſe hope ! vain labour ! let ſome ages fly; © * F 

* The dome ſhall moulder, and the die.. * - 
* Wretches, Kill taught,/ fill wil ye think it range, * | 
8 8 — 1 
* And loſs their ſhape, their eſſence, and their name ? © *? 


© Reduce the ſong ; our hopes, our joys are vain ; 4 
Our lot is forrowy; and our portion pain. 
What pauſe from woe, what hopes of comfort bring 


* What is a king?—a man condemn's to bear = | 

* The publick burden of the nation's care: 2 
* Now crown'd, ſome angry faction to appeaſe; | 
© Now falls a victim to the people's caſe. 


© From the firſt blooming of his ill-taught youth, 


* Nouriſh'd in flatt'ry, ng Gan wth HEY: 
—— 2 


Prompt to abuſe, and in detraction loud; ** 
E r 


very ftate acknowicdging his fears ; 

amidſt thouſand guards, he hows 

H ſecret terromof a thouſand foes ; 

© In war, however prudent, great, or brave, 

To blind events and Ackle chance a ſlave ; 

4 © Seeking 
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« Seeking to ſettle what for ever flies, "# ® 
© Sure of the toil, uncertain of the prize. 
© But he returns with conqueſt og his brow; 
Brings up the triumph, and abſalves the m: 
2622 WIRES | 1 
* Echoing his glory, gratify his pride. * 
What is this triumph! r | 
One great collection of the people's voice. 
© The wretches he brings back, in chains relate 
222. — 8 4 


na coiumink won 
WMious diſtreſs, which MA may know. 


—— —_— 1 


© The heroes, once the glory of 
© Left in the conflict of the fatal day, 
Or the wolf 's portion, or the vulture's prey? 
© Does weep the laurel which he wears, 
Wet with blood ang widows tears? 

See, where hy + comes, the darling of the was ! 
« See millions crouding round the gilded car! * 
* In the vaſt joys of thilkextatick hour. 
And fall fruition of fuceifeful pow'r, | 
+ One mament and ane thaaghs minht bes die fins . 
© The various turns of life, and fickle ſtate of man. 
Are the dire images of fad diſtruſt, 

| np geo. 
| from the victor's 
4 clarion or ſhrill 2 
© The inward cries of Care? can voice, 1 
Plaintive, be drown'd, or leſſen' d in the noiſe; 

© Tho” ſhouts, as thunder loud, afflict the air, | 

Stun the birds, 2 on ade. 

Von crowd, (he might refleA) you joyful crowd, 
© Pleas'd with my honours, in my praſſes loud, 


© (Should 
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| rpg Vidt'ry to the vanquiſh'd go, 
* Should the depreſs my arms, and raiſe the ſoe) 
_ © Would for that for with-equal ardour wait 
I * At the high palace or the crouded gate; 
3 * With reftlepage would pull my ſtatues down, 
4 £AnTfcalk the braks anew'to his renown. 
_ + © © impotent defire of worldly fway ! 
That I. who make the triumph of to-day, 
_ © Mayof to-morrow's pomp one part appear, 
© Ghaſtly with wounds, and lifeleſs on the bier ! 
© Then, (vileneſs of mankind!) then, of all theſe 
© Whom my dilated eye with labour fees, 
_ © Would one, alas! repeat me good or great. 
Wal my pale body, or Wwail my fate ? * 2 þ 
© Or, march'@ 1 chain'dhehinSthe hoftile car, © "Tl 
© The vides Paſlime, and the ſport of war, 
_ © Would one, would one his pitying forrow lend, 
Dr be ſo poor, to own he was my friend ? * 
al it then, O Reaſon, to be wiſe? "T%. 
z* *© To ſcce thiscrucl ſcene with guicker eyes? 
- To know with more difiinAtion to complain, * 
* And have ſuperior ſenſe in feeling pain ? 1 
© Where ſaſe from Time diſtinguiſh'd actions lie; : 
And judge if greatneſs be exempt from pain, . 
Adam, great type, for whom the world was made, 
© The faireſt bleſſing to his arms convey d, W 
A charming wife! and az, and fea, and land, | 
And all that move in, to his command 
* Render'd obedient : fay, my penſive Muſe, 
* What did theſe golden promiſes produce? 
© Scarce taſting life, he was of joy bereav'd ; 
* One day, I think, in Paradiſe he liv'd, 
* Deſlin'd the next his journey to purſue, 
Where wounding thorns and curſed thiſtle: grew. 
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« Fre yet he earns his bread, is brow, © 
© Inclin'd to earth, his lab wing fant maſt flow ; | = 
His limbs muſtache, with dailfſſoils oppreſ d, ; 
* Fre long-wiſh'd night brings Hy reſt: | ” L 
ill viewing with regret his darling Eve, 2 
© He for her follies and his own muſt grieve. | 
© Bewailing fall afreſh their hapleſs choice, © < 
His ear off frightgd with the imag'd voce 
Of Heav'n, when firſt it thunder'd ; oft his view 
« Aghaſt, as when the infant lightning flew, 
And the ftern cherub flopp'd the fatal road, 
* Arm'd with the flames of an avenging God. 
© His younger ſon on the polluted 
« Firit-fruit of death, lies plaintive of a * 
444 his eldeſt bird _ 
* Flies, mark'd by Heav'n, a fugitive o'er earth #® L 
rr. 
ere 
ers. 
© The fon till added to the father's crime: | 
* Till God aroſe; and, great in anger, faid, 4 
« Lo! it repthteth me that man was made. , 
« Withdraw thy light, thou ſan ! be dark, ye ſkies! 
* The frighted angels heard th* Almighty Lord, 
And o'er the earth, from wrathful viols, pour'd * 6 
1 22 2. obedient to his word. g 


7 : 
he guard of all that he deſign'd See: 


t from gen ral doom the patriarch ſtood, * 
* Cotemn'd the waves, and triumph'd o'er the flood. 

* The winds fall filent, and the waves decreaſe ; 
| © The dove brings quiet, and the olive peace: 
+ © Yer ftill his heart does inward forrow feel, 
Which faith alone forbids him to reveal. 
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* If on, thg backward d his views re caft, 
Ti death diffas'd, af univerſal waſte. 


© Preſent, (fad proſpect Mean he aught defery 
© But (what affefts his eye} 
5 The beauties of the ancient fabrick lo@, 


* 
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© In chains of craggy hill, or lengths of dreary coaſt? 


| © Whale toghiph heav'n his pious breathings turn d, 


«© WeepinShe hop's, and facrificing mon d; 
* When of God's image only eight he fqund 


. N the future hopes of earth, 


* The feed whence empires muſt receive their birth, 


he foreſees excluded heav'nly grace, 


| © And mark'd witlf curſes fatal to his race. 


Of un ills muſt bear the deſtin'd load; 
R ˙·—ö wpataat dog ray 
And flay the monarchs ere he rules the plain ; 
F* Muſt deal juſt portions of a fervile life 

To a proud handmaid and a peeviſh wife ; 
10 lnwan w wanker and in ee 

© In want to wander and in wilds to groan; 
© Muſt take his other child, his agen hope, © 
To trembling Worign's melancholy top, 
_ © Order'd to drench is knife in filial blood, 
© Deſtroy his heir, or diſobey his God. 
"Moles beheld that God ; but how beheld? , 
© The Deity, in conceaFd, © 
- And clouded in a d abyſs of light? © 
© While preſent, oo fevere for human figs, | 
Nor ſtaying longer than one ſwiſt- wing d night: 


© Abraham, potent prince, the friend of God! 


d from the wat' ry grave, 2 


# - 


* The following days, and months, and years, decreed , 


© To fierce encounter, aud to toilſome deed. 


* His youth with wants and hardſhips muſt engage * a 


* Plots and rebellions muff diſturb his age : 


RAUTiES mee _/ 


- Prompt 1s nk the Rae „ fa 4 
ory ˙— IN 
His voice ſcarce heard; — yrs ogatngl A » 
© In camps, in arms, in pilyriniage, wes i » 
And dy'd obedient to fevereſt Jaw, 70 ow. gs . 
: Fordid to tread the — hu he aw." — 
N wad lb Yay this UF ao" - 


My" * , and a fate of war. 5 — _ = v. 
+ Alarm'd, export, his ber mutt engage ©” "| 
© The bear's tough gripe; and foaming Hons rage. * 


Zy various turns his threaten'd youth muſt ſear "=" 

* Goliak's lifted fword, ! 3 

Forlorn he muſt, and perſecuted, fr, | 
Climb the ſteep mountain, in the cavern lie, | „ 3 

And often aſk, and be refus'd to die. niche bf 
For ever from his manly toil are known - 

© The weight of pow'r, and anguiſh of a crown. 

* What tongue can ſpeak the reſtleſs monarch's woes, 

* When God and Nathan were declar'd his foes ? 

* When ev'ry object his offence rev d 13 f 


The huſband murder d, and the wife defiPd, 
* The parent's fins imprefs'd upon the dying child? 
What heart can think the grief which he fuſtauin'd, 
eee 
And the inexorable prophet's voce 5 
me famine, plague, or war, andbid him i his choice. 
© He dy'd; and, oh! may no refle&ion ſhed 
* It's pois'nous venom on the royal dead. 
Which long has labour d in this penſive breaſt : 
© Dying, he added to my weight of care ; : 
ne made me to his crimes undoubted heir; 
© Left his unfiniſh'd murder to his fon, 
And Joab's blood entail'd on Judah's crown- 

Q + Youig 
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© Young as I was, I hafted to fulfil 
* The cruel diflates of my parent's will: 
© Of his fair deeds a diſtant view I took, 
* But turn'd the tube upon his faults to Jook ; 
© Forgot his youth, ſpent in his country's cauſe, 
__©« His care of right, his rev*rence ts the laws, 
© But could with joy his years of folly wace, 

* Broken and old in Bathſheba's embrace; 
« Could fallow kim where'er he firay'd from good, 
— AE CARER, WE 5 was 
_ © Paths open to deceit, and track'd with blood. 
© Soon docile to the ſecret aſts of ill, * 
© With finiles I could betray, with temper kill; 
© Soon in a brother could a rival view, 
© Watch all his afts, and all his ways purſue : 
© In vain for life he to the altar fled ; 
© Ambition and Revenge have certain ſpeed. 
Pen there, my foul, cen there he ſhould have fell, 
e But that my int'reſt did my rage conceal. 
© Doubling my crime, I promiſe and deceive, 
© Purpoſe to flay, whilſt fwearing to forgive. 
_ © Treaties, perfuaſions, fighs, and tears, are vain ; 
«© With a mean lye curs'd vengeance I ſuſtain, 
© Join fraud to force, and policy to pow'r, 
Till of the deflin'd fugitive ſecure, 
© In folemn flate to parricide I riſe, 
* And, as God lives, this day my brother dies. 
© Be witneſs to my tears, celeſtial Muſe ! 
© In vain I would forget, in vain excuſe 
* Fraternal blood by my direction ſpilt; 
© In vain on Joab's head traiisfer the guilt. 
_ © The deed was afled by the fabjef's hand, 
* The fword was pointed by the king's command. 
* Mine was the murder; it was mine alone: 
Ten of contrition malt the crime atone ; 


CE 


| And grief, will fnd their hafte elanc'd in vain ; 


»The cxadle and the tomb, alas! fo nigh, 
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Nor can my guilty ſoul expect relief 
© But from a long fincerity of grief” | 


With an imperfeft hand, and trembling heart, 
(Her love of truth fuperior to her ant} 
Already the reflefting Muſe has trac'd 
The mournful figures of my aftions paſt. 
The penſive goddeſs has already taught 
How vain is hope, and how vexatious thought ; 
From growing childhood to declining age, 
How tedious ev'ry flep, how gloomy ev'ry ſtage. 
This courſe of vanity almoft compleat, 
Tir d in the field of life, T hope retweat 
In the fill ſhades of death ; for dread, and pain, 


Safe in the grave, and free among the dead. - | 
__ © Yet tell me, frighted Reaſon, what is death ? 
* Blood only ftopp d. and interrupted breath? 

* The utmoſt limit of a narrow fpan, 
+ And end of motion, which with life began? 
As ſmoke that riſes from the kindling fires 


© Is ſeen this moment, and the next expires ; 


As empty clouds by riſing winds are tofs'd, 


_ © Their fleeting forms ſcarce ſooner found than loft: 


© So vaniſhes our ſtate, fo paſs our days, 
80 life but opens now, and now decays; 


To live is ſcarce diſtinguiſh's from to die.” 
Cure of the miſer's wiſh, and cowards fear, 
* Death only ſhews us what we knew was near. 
* Dread not Death's anger, but expedt his pow'r ; | 
Nor Nature's law with fruitleſs forrow mourn, 
* But die, O mortal man! for thou walt born.” 
Cautious thro? doubt, by want of courage wiſe, 
To fuck advice the mens per fill replies. 


** 
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* Ev'ry ſucceſſive day's repeated race, . wan! « 
* Since Time fia Garted from his-priftine goal, 
_ © Till he had reach's that hour wherein my foul, 
« Join'd to my body, fwelFd the womb, I was 
* (At leaſt I think e nothing > malt I paſs 
5 Again to nothing, when this vital breath, 
5 Ceaſing, configns me o'er to reſt and death? 
* Muſt the whole man, amazing thought! return 
To the cold marble, or contracted urn? 
That were in life this individual he? 


© Thro” other forms and ſhapes ordain'd to paſs, 
Nor thought nor image kept of what he was? 

* That life hall never wake that ſenſe again? | ; 
* And will no pow'r his ſinking ſpirits fave 
* From the dark caves of death, and chambers of the grave . [ 
Each ev ning I'behold the ſetting ſun | 
* With downward ſpeed into the ocean run; 

© Yet the fame light (paſs but ſome fleeting hours) 

5 Exerts his vigour, and renews his pow'rs; 

© I mark the various fury of the winds ; | | 
5 Theſe neither faſons guide, nor order binds: . + 
* They now dilate, and now contratt their force; 
Various their ſpeed, but endleſs is their courſe. 
Don to the fea each brook and torrent flows ; 

5 Tho” ſundry drops or leave or fwell the ftream, 
— „ 


; Why 


ory 1 
* 1 * * 2 


. 9 
Lies the pale corſe not yet entirely dead. 2 3 | 


Do angels joy to ſec his better half return? 


Wich ſubjefts neither fun, nor wind, nor fea Þ 
A flower, that does with op ming wann arife, \ . 5 


+ And, flouriſhing the day, atevening dies; 'M 


A winged eaſtern blaſt, juſt ſcimming o'er | 

© The ocean's brow, and finking on the hore 5 
A fire, whoſe flames thro” crackling fubble fly; 
© A meteor ſhooung from the fummer fry; 

A bowl a-down the bending mountain roll'd ; 

A bubble breaking, and a fable told; 4 

© A noon-tide ſhadow, and a midnight dream ; | 
Our earthly courſe : but, O my foul! fo fit 


„ Muſt life run off, and death for ever laſt? 


© This dark opinion, ſure, is too cn ; 
* Elſe whence this hope and terror of the mind? 
* Reward or puniſhment, delight or pain? 
Say; ſhall our relicks ſecond birth receive? 
2 and only die to live ? «= "© . 
When the fad wife has c}os'd her huſband's erg 85 


T5 


And pierc'd the echoing vault with doleful c,, 


LEES 4 


* The ſpirit only from the body fled; . * 
* The groger part of heat and motion a,, 
* To be by fire, or worm, or time, ders A: 
© The foul, immortal ſubſtance, to ren 7 
* Conſcious of joy, and capable of painy 

© And if her acts have been directed well, 
+ While with her friendly clay the deign's to dwell, 


„ Shall ſhe with ſafery reach ker priſtine feat, 


Find her reſt endlef, and hen bliſs compleat ? 


* But if the has deſormꝰ d this earthly life 
- * Amaz'd, 
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* Amaz'd, repuls'd, and by thoſe angels driv'n 
Prom the ethereal feat and blififul heav'n, 
* % ͤ ha» — 
# Still more unkappy that the cannot die? - 
© Amid two ſeas, on one ſmall point of land, 
« Weary'd, uncertain, and amaz'd, we fland ; 
© On either fide our thoughts inceſfant turn ; 
„ n and looking back we n; 


- « hot RB —— —— 


Theſe cruel doubts contending in my breaſt, 


© Once more,” I faid, © once more I will inquire 
© What is this liatle, agile, pervious fre ; 

* This flutt'ring motion which we call the Mind, 
* How does the aft? and where is the confin'd ? 
© Have we the pow'r to guide her as we pleaſe ? 
* Whence then thoſe evils that obſtru@ our eaſe ? 
* We happinefs purſue ; we fy from pgin ; 
* Ver the purſuit, and yet the flight is vain ; 
And while poor Nature labour: to be bie. 


5. By day with pleaſure, and by night with reſt, | 
wh © F Some 


pow'r cludes our fickly will, 
* Daſhing 9 


. — 2 then, 3 


Is his decree by human pray'r inclin'd ? 

* Will he for ſacrifice our ſorrows eaſe ? 

* And can dur tears reverſe his firm decrees ? 
* Then let religion aid where reaſon fails, 
* Throw loads of incenſe in t9 torn the ſcales ; 


And let the filent fanftuary ſhow 
What from the babbling ſchools we may not know, 
„ 33e —— ce does 1 

| What 
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* What ſhall amend, on what edibive cus free? | 
r 
< Betwixt infinity and nothing ; bounds, 
Or boundleſs terms, whoſe doubtful ſenſe confounds : 
« Unequal thought! whilſt all we apprehend : 


„I, that our hopes mult riſe, our forrows end. 
© As our Creator deigns to be our friend.” 
I faid : and inflant bade the prieſts prepare 


A hundred bulls aſcend the facred way: 

The artful youth proceed to form the choir, 

They breathe the flute, or firike the vocal wire. 

The maids in comely order next advance, 


They beat the timbrel, and inflruft the dance: 


Follows the choſen tribe, from Levi ſprung, 


Along the choir in ſolemn ſtate they paſ:'d, 


—— The anxious king came laſt. 


The facred hymn perform'd, my promis'd vow 


I paid; and, bowing at the altar low, | 

* Father of heav'n !” I faid, and Judge of carth! 
* Whoſe word calFd out this univerſe to birth; 

* By whoſe kind pow'r, and influencing care, 

© The various creatures move, and live, and are ; 

* Bat ceaſing once that care, withdrawn that pow'r, 


© They move (alas !) and live, and are no more : 


* Omaiſcient Maſter, omni-prefent King, 
To thee, to thee, my laſt diſtreſs I bring. 
Thou that canſt flill the raging of the feas, 
* Chain up the winds, and bid the tempeſts ceaſe, 
© Redeem my ſhipwreck d foul from raging guſts 
* Of cruel paſſion and decentful lufts; 
* From ficrms of rage, and dang'rous rocks of. pride, ! 


Let thy ftrong hand this little veſſel guide 
* (It was thy hand that made it!) thro” the tide 


* Impertuous 
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© Impetuous of this life : let thy command . 
Direct my courſe, — — bak. * 
+ 1, while this weary fleſh dra Kung breath E 
Not ſatiofy'd with life, afraid of death, | 
N 2 

« Glimpſe of delight, —— TTY 
bo From now, from inſtant now, great Sire! Ape 
© The clouds that preſs my foul ; m_ CO — 
A gracious beam of hght;z from now inſpire 
Mx tongue to fing, my Rand to touch the lyre 3 
* My open'd thought to joyous profpects raiſe, © 

* And for thy mercy let me fing thy praiſe:  * 

* Or, if thy will ordains 1 Mill ſhall wait 
Some new hereafter, and a future flate, 

* Permit me ſtrength my weight of woe to bear, 
© And raiſe my mind ſuper to my care. © 


at 


© Let me, howe'er unable to explain 
The fecret labyrinths of thy ways to man, 
© With humble zeal confeſs thy awful pow'r ; 
Still weeping hope, and wond”ring fill adore: 
_ © So in my conquelt be thy might declar'd, 
And for thy juſtice be thy name rever d.“ 
My pray'r ſcarce ended, a ſtupendous gloom wr 
To the beginning miracle ſucceed 
An awful filence and religious dread. 
Sudden breaks forth a more than common day ; 
The ſacred wood, which on the altar lay, 
Untouch'd, unlighted glo- 
Ambroſial odour, ſuch as never flows 
From Arab's gum or the Saban roſe, 
Does round the air evolving ſcents diffuſe : 
The holy ground is wet with heav*nly dews. 
_ Celeſtial muſick (fuck Jefides” lire, 
p _ Suck Miziam's timbrel, would in vain require} 


-_ 
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. 5 
With extaſy too fine, and pleaſure hard to bear: 
And, lo! what fees my rail d eye what feels 
An heav'nly form embody'd, and m 
ye” I heard. The angel faid : 
« Ceaſe, „ of woman born, to hope relief, 
From daily trouble and continu'd grief. 

Thy hope of joy deliver to the wind; 
Sauppreſo thy paſſions, and prepare thy mind. 
Free and familiar with misfortune grow; 
© Be us'd to ſorrow, and inur'd to woe. 
© By weak'ning toil and hoary age o'ercome, 

* See thy decreaſe, and haſten to thy tomb. 
© Leave to thy children tumult, ſtriſe, and war, 
© Portions of toil, and legacies of care: 
* Send the ſucceſſive ills thro” ages down, 
And let each weeping father tell his fon, 
That, deeper ſtruck, and more diſtinctiy griev'd, 
He muſt augment the forrows he recei d. 
The child, to whoſe ſucceſs thy hope is bound, 
* Ere thou art ſcarce interr'd, or he is crown'd, 
To luſt of arbitrary fray inclin'd, 
(That curſed poiſon to the prince's mind!) 
Shall from thy dictates and his duty rove, 
And loſe his great defence, his people's love; 
* Il-counſell'd, vanquiſh'd, fugitive, diſgrac'd, 
* if pans So Wan. of FEES PAIR 
* Shall Tigh the king diminiſh' d, and the crown = 
* With leſſen' d rays deſcending to his fon ; 
* Shall ſee the wreaths his grandfire knew to reap, | 
* By eftive toſt endl tip ones 
* Pining incline their fickly leaves, and fhed 
Their falling honours from his giddy head; 
* By arms or pray'r unable to aſſuage 
© Domeſtick horror; and inteſtine rage 
8 


4 4 
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_.* Shall from the victor and the vanquiſh'd fear, 
From Ifract's arrow, and from Judah's ſpear ; 
* Shall caſt his weary'd limbs on Jordan's flood, 
* By brothers arms difturb'd, and flain'd with kindred blood. 
Hence lab'ring years ſhall weep their deſtin'd race, 
* Charg'd with in omens, fally'd with diſgrace. 
Time, by neceffity compels, ſhall go L 
© Thro” ſcenes of war, and epochas of woe: 
* The empire, leſſen d in a parted ſtream, 
© Shall loſe it's courſe 
© Indulge thy tears: the heathen ſhall blaſpheme ; 
© Judah ſhall fall, oppreſs d by grief and ſhame, 
And men ſhall from her ruins know her fame. 
New Egypts yet, and fecond bonds remain; 
A harſher Pharaoh, and a heavier chain. 
Again, obedient to a dire command, 
Thy captive ſons ſhall leave the Promis'd Land; 
Their name more low, their ſervitude more vile, 
9 bank renew the grief of Nile. 
r ſhall in deſtruction lie 
© Low, levell'd with the duft ; their heights unknown, 
Or meaſur d by their ruin. Yonder throne, 
For laſting glory built, deſign'd the feat 
Of kings for ever blefs'd, for ever great, 
* Remov'd by the invader's barb'rous hand, 
+ Shall grace his triumph in a foreign land. 
The tyrant ſhall demand yon facred load 
Of gold and veſſels ſet apart to God; | 
+ Then, by vile hands to common uſe debas'd, c 
Shall ſend them flowing round his drunken feaſt, % 
„Wich facrilegious taunt, and impious jeſt. 
© Twice fourteen ages ſhall their way compleat ; 
© Empires by various turns ſhall rife and ſet: 
* While thy abandon d tribes ſhall only know 
A diff rent maſter, and a change of woe; 
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Wick downcaſt eye-lids, and with looks aghaſt, 
© Shall dread the future, or bewail the paſt. 
« Afﬀifted Ifracl! ſhall fit weeping down, 
« Faſt by the fireams where Babel's waters run; 
Their harps upon the neighb'ring willows hung, 
Nor joyous hymn encouraging their tongue, 
Nor chearful dance their feet ; with toil opprefs'd, 
Their weary'd limbs aſpiring but to reſt. 
In the refleftive ſtream the fighing bride, 
Viewing her charms impair'd, abaſh'd ſhall hide 
Her penſive head; and in her languid face | 


* The bridegroom ſhall foreſee his fickly race; 
While pond”rous fetters vex their cloſe embrace. 
With irkfome anguiſh then your prieſts ſhall mourn 
And fad oblivion of their folemn days: 
© Thenceforth their voices they ſhall only raiſe, | 
1 By day, your frighted ſeers ES. 
Shall call for fountains to expreſs their tears, 
* And wiſh their eyes were floods : by night, from dreams 
| © Of opening gulphs, black ftorms, and raging flames, 
Starting amaz'd, ſhall to the people ſhew 
* Emblems of heav'nly wrath, and myſtick types of woe. 

© The captives, as their tyrant ſhall require 
That they ſhould breathe theyfong, and touch the lyre, 

* Shall ay, Can Jacob's ſervile race rejoice, 3 
« Untun'd the mulick, and diſus d the voice ? 9 
reren 5 , 
In foreign lands, and to a barb'rous king? 
We and our fathers, from our childhood bred 
« 'To watch the cruel viftor's eye, to dread 
«© (Out-caſt of mortal race!) can we conceive 
** Image of aught delightful, ſoft, or gay? 
Alas! when we have toil'd the longſome day, 


2 « The 
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re 


% Reaſon and frrow are to us the fame. 


* The fulleſt blis our hearts aſpire to know, 


<< I; but ſome interval from aftive woe; 

* In broken reſt and ſtartlimg fleep to mourn, 
Til morn the tyrant and the ſcourge return. 
© Bred up in grief, can pleaſure be our theme? 
Our endleſs anguiſh does not Nature claim? 


„ Alas! with wild amazement we require 
« If idle Folly was not Pleafure's fire ? 
„ Madneſs, we fancy, gave an ill-tim'd birth 


“To grinning Laughter and to frantick Mirth.” 


© This is the ſeries of perpetual woe, 
© Which thou, alas! and thine, are born to know. 
* Muftrious wretch ! repine not, nor reply; 


| © View not what Heav'n ordains with Reaſon's eye; 


* Too bright the object is, the diſtance is too high. 

* The man who would refolve the work of Fate, 

* May limit number, n 

Stop thy enquiry, then, and curb thy ſenſe, 

Nor let duſt argue with Omnipotence. 

Ti God who mult diſpoſe ; and man ſuſtain, 

* Born to endure, forbidden to complain : 

Thy fum of life muſt his decrees fulfil ; 

© What derogates from his command, is ill, 

* And chat alone is good which centres in his will. 
© Yet that thy lab'ring elſes may not droop, 

* Lal to GN, 268 gs of hope; 

* Remayk what I, God's meſſenger, aver, 
From him who neither can deceive nor err. 
* The land, at length redeem', thall ceaſe to mourn; 
* Shall from her fad captivity return. 
Sion ſhall raife her long-dejefied head. 
rn, be wid. 

* Again the glorious Temp fe Ball wie, | 
» And with new le pierce the neighb/ring ties 
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The promis d ſeat of empire ſhall again 
© Cover the mountain, and command the plain; 
And, from thy race diſtipguiſh'd, Que hall ſpring, 
. Greater in aff than viftor, more than king 
© In dignity and pow'ry ſent dowp from heav'n 
To fuccour earth. To Him, to Him "tis gien, 
© Paſſion, and care, and anguiſh, w defray. - 
* Thro' Him, ſoſt peace, and plenitude of joy, * 
«© Perpetual o'er the world redeem's hall Sow! 
© No more may man enquire, nor angel know. 
Now, Solomon! rememb'ring who thou art, 
s At thro” thy remnant life the decent part. 
Go forth ; be ſtrong ; with patience and with care 
© Perform and ſuffer ; tn thyſelf ſevere, | 
-* Gracious to others, thy defires ſuppreſ u, 
„Died thy virtues; firſt of men! be beſt. 
_ © Thy ſum of duty let ta words contain; 
f O may they graven in thy heart remain! 
1 de humble, and be jut The angel fd; 
By various doubts impell' d, or to obey, 

Or to object: at length (my mournful look 
Heav'n-ward erect) determin d, thus I ſpoke : 
Supreme, all-wiſe, eternal Potentate ! 

Sole Author, ſole Diſpoſer of our fate ! 

* Enthron'd in light and immortality ! 
* Whom no man fully fees, and none can fee?! 
Original of Beings! Power Divine ! 
Since that I live, and that I think, is thine ; 


Benign Creator ! let thy plaſtick hand 

* Diſpoſe it's own eſſect: let thy command 
| Reſtore, Great Father, thy 
And in my aft may Thy 4 


wn, 
Will he done!* 


EDWIN 
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_ EDWIW AND EMMA. 
'BY ME. MALLET. 

[FAR in the windings of a vale, 

Faſt by a ſheltering wood, 


The fafe retreat of Health and Peace, 
An humble cottage flood: 


There beauteous Emma ſlouriſn' d fair 
Beneath a mother's eye; 


_ Whoſe only wiſh on earth was now 


To fee her blefs'd, and die. 


Gave colour to her cheek : 
Such orient colour ſmiles thro* heav'n. 
When vernal mornings break. 


This charmer of the plains : 
To paint our lily deigns. 


Long had ſhe filPd each youth with love, 

Each maiden with deſpair ; a 
And tho” by all a wonder own'd, 

Vet knew not ſhe was fair: 


Till Edwin came, the pride of ſwains 
A foul devoid cf 
And from whoſe eye, ferenely mild, 


A mutual 
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A mutual flame was quickly caught; 
Was quickly too reveaPd ; | 


For neither boſom lodg'd a with | | 


Did love on both beſtow ! 


' But blis tos mighty long to lat, = 
Where Fortune proves a foe. 


His fiſter, who, like Envy form'd, 
Like her in miſchief joy d. 


The Father too, a fordid man, 
ws love nor pity knew, 
Was all unfeeling as the clod 


Long had he ſeen their ſecret flame, 
And ſeen it long unmov'd ; 
Then with a father's frown at laſt 


* IITS - 
in Eduly's gentle home, a war 


To ſnatch a glance, to mark. the ſpot | 
Where Emma walk'd and wept. 


us 


* 


ä of rev. 


| $o fades the freſts roſe in it's prime, 


* "Tis paſt he ery'#; * but if your foul 


Before the northern blaſt. 


Hung o'er his dying bed; 


© Sweet mercy yet can move, 


© Let theſe dim eyes once more behold 


© What they muſt ever love 


Ske came; his cold hand foftly touch'd, 
And bath'd with many a tear: 
Faſt-falling o'er the primroſe pale, 
So morning dews appear. 


But, oh! his ſiſter's jealous care, 
(A cruel ſiſter ſhe !) 

Forbade what Emma came to fay : 
My Edwin, live for me 


Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs wept 


The blaſt blew cold, the dark ow! feream'd 
— 
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a id the falli 1 om of ni þ . 
Her ſtartling fancy found 

In ev*ry buſh his hov'ring ſhade, 
His groan in ev'ry ſound. 


Alone, appall'd, thus had the paſs'd 
The viſionary vale— 

When lo! the death-bell ſmote her ear, 

* 


Juſt then ſhe reach, 5 

Her aged mother's door: 

He's gone l' the cry'd ; and 1 ſhall ſee 
That angel-face no more! 
© I feel, I feel, this breaking heart 

© Beat high againſt my fide !— 

From her white arm down funk her head, 
She ſhivering ſigh'd, and died. 


NEWMARKET. 
A SATIRE. 


BY THOMAS WARTON, M.A. 


IS country's hope, when now the blooming heir 
Has left the parent's, or the guardian's care : 
Fond to poſſeſs, yet eager to deſtroy ; 
Of each vain youth, fay, what's the darling joy? 
Of each fond frolick what the ſource and end ? 
His fole and firſt ambition what ?—to ſpend. == 
Some ſquires, to Gallia's cooks moſt dainty dupes, 
Melt manors in ragouts, or drown in ſoups : 
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This coxcomb doats on fidlers, till he ſces 
His mortgag'd mountains deſtitute of trees; 
Canvinc'd too late, that modern firains can move, 
With mightier force than thoſe of Greece, the grove, 
In headleſs ſtatues rich, and uſeleſs urns, 
Marmoreo from the claſſick tour returns; 

80 poor the wretch of current coin, you'd laugh— 
He cares not—if his Czfars * be but fafe. 

Some tread the ſlippery paths of love's delights ; 
Theſe deal the cards, or ſhake the box at White's. 
To different pleaſures different taſtes incline, 
Tho? drunk alike with Circe's poiſonous bowl, 

In ſeparate flies the mimick monſters roll. 

But would ye learn, ye leifure-loving ſquires, 
How beit you may diſgrace your prudent fires ; 
How fconeſt foar to faſhionable ſhame, 

Be damn'd at once to ruin, and to fame ; 

By hands of grooms ambitious to be crown'd, 
O greatly dare to tread Olympick ground! 
Where fam'd Newmarket ſpreads her tempting plain, 
There let the choſen ficed viftorious ſtrain; 
Where not (as erſt was ſung in manly lays) 
Men fly to different ends thro” different ways; 
Thro” the fame path, to the fame goal ye run, 
And are, at once, undoing and undone ; 
Forfeit, forget, friends, honour, and eſtate, 
Laſe all at once—for what ?—to win the plate: 
All are betray'd, and all alike betray, 

To your own beaſts, Aftzon-like, a prey. 

What dreams of conqueſt fluſh'd Hilario's breaſt, 
When the good knight at laſt retir'd to reſt ! | 
Behold the youth with new-felt rapture mark 


* Antique medals, 
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That Park, where beauties undiſguis'd engage 
Thoſe beauties lefs the work of art than age; 
In imple ſtate, where genuine Nature wears 
Her venerable dreſs of ancient years; 
Where all the charms of chance with order meet, 
Here aged oaks uprear their branches hoar, | 
Pride and ſapport of Britain's conq'ring croſs, 
Which diſtant anceſtors ſaw crown'd with mos : 
With meeting boughs, and deep ning to the view, 
Here ſhoots the broad umbrageous avenue ; | 
Here various trees compoſe a chequer'd ſcene, 
Glowing in gay diverfities. of green; 
Shines a broad lake, or falls in deep calrades, 
Nor wants there hazle copſe, or beechen lawn, 
To chear with fun, or ſhade the bounding fawn. 
Awful emerge from yonder tufted bow'rs ; 
Whoſe rafter'd hall the crouding tenants fed, 
And dealt to age and want their daily bread : 
Where garter'd knights, with peeviefs beauties join d, 
At high and folemn feſtivals have din'd ; 
Preſenting oft fair Virtues ſhining taſk, 
In myſtick pageantries, and moral maſque *. 
| But vain all ancient praiſe, or boaſts of birth, 
p Vain all the palms of old heroick worth ! 
At once a bankrupt, and a profperous heir, 
Hilario bets—park, houſe, diſſolve in air! 


ee 
* 


* It was a faſhionable practice among our ancient nobility and gentry, ef 
both ſexes, to perform perſonally in entertainments of this kind. Nothing 
could be a more delightful or rational method of ſpending an evening than 
this. Milton's Comus was thus exhibited at Ludlow Caſtle, in the year 1631. 
See Ben Johnſon's Maſques. 
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With antique armour hung, high trophy'd rooms 
Deſcend to gameſters, proſtitutes, and grooms. 
Who bravely ſhook the lance, or fwcetly ſmil'd ; 
Al the fair ſeries of the whiſker'd race, 
Whoſe pictur'd forms the ſtately gallery grace; 
Debas'd, abus'd, the price of ill-gaot gold, 
To deck fome tavern vile, at auctions fold. 
The pariſh wonders at th unopening door, 
The chimmies blaze, the tables groan no more. 
Thick weeds around th” untrodden courts ariſe, 
And all the focial ſcene in filence lies. 
Himſelf, the loſs politely to repair, | 
Turns atheiſt, fidler, highwaywan, or player. 1 
At length, the ſcorn, the ſhame of man and God, | 
Is doom'd to rub the ſteeds that once he rode | 
Not more fantaſtick Sancho”s * airy courſe, — 
He pierc'd heav'n's opening ſpheres with dazzled eyes, 
And ſeem' d to ſoar in viſionary ſkies. 
Nor lefs, I ween, precagious is the meed 

Of young adventurers on the Muſe's ftced : 
For poets have, like you, their deftin'd round; 


And ours is but a race on claflick ground. 


_ Hippolitus had eat firloips in peace: | 
Had quaff d ſecure, unvex'd by toils or ſtrife, 
The mild October of a rural life ; 

Long liv'd with calm domeſtick conqueſts crown'd, | 
And kill'd his game on ſaſe paternal ground. } 
As bland he puff d the pipe o'er weekly news, | 


. a N * * ry 
2 . 0 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Lo! there, thy triumphs, Taaf ; thy palms, Nortmore z 
Tempt him to rein the feed, and ſtake his ſtore. 5 
Like a new bruiſer on Broughtonick ſand, 
Amid the liſts our hero takes his ſtand ; 
Suck'd by the ſharper, to the: peer a prey, 
When lo ! the chance of one unlucky heat 
Nor knows the poor”s laſt refuge, to be pert. 
The ſhiftleſs beggar bears of ills the worſt ; 

And feels the taſteleſs breaſt equeſtrian fires ? 
And dwells ſuch mighty rage in graver ſquires ? 

In all attempts, but for their country, bold, 
(For ſome, perhaps, by fortune favour'd yet, 
May gain a borough by a lacky bet) 
Mere modern Phaetons uſurp the reins, 
And ſcour in rival race Newmarket's plains. 
See, fide by fide, the Jockey and Sir John, 
Diſcuſs th' important point—of fiÞ to one. 
For O, my Muſe, the deep-felt bliſs how dear, 
How great the pride, to gain a Jockey's ear ! 

See, like a routed hoſt, with headlong pace, 
Thy members pour amid the mingling race ! 
All aſk, what crowds the tumults could produce; 
Is Bedlam or the Commons all broke looſe ?* 
Such emphaſis of oaths, and claret-drinking ! 
Like ſchool-boys freed, they run as chance directs, 
Proud from a well-bred thing to riſque their necks. 
The warriors ſcar not half fo graceful ſeems, 9 
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Adjudge the ſtakes, moſt eloquently loud: 
With critick fkill, o'er dubious bets prefide, 

The low diſpute, or kindle, or decide; 

Of diftanc'd horſes, gravely fix the fate, 

Guide the nice conduct of a daring match, 

And oer th equeſtrian rights with care paternal watch. 

Mean time, no more the mimick patriots riſe, 

To guard Britannia's honour, warm and wile : 

No more in ſenates dare affert her laws, 

Nor pour the bold debate in freedom's cauſe ; 

Neglect the counſels of a finking land, 

And know no roſtrum, but Newmarket's ftand *. 
Are theſe the ſage direftive powers, deſign'd, 

With the nice ſearch of a fagacious mind, 
In judgments ſcales the fate of realms to weigh, 
Britannia's intereſt, trade, and laws furvey ? 

O fay, when leaſt their ſapient ſchemes are croſs'd, 
Or when a nation, or a match is loſt ? 

Who dams and fires with more exactneſs trace, 
Than of their country's kings the ſacred race; 
Think London journies are the worſt of ills, i 
And ſet their hands to articles for bills; 

Strangers to all hiſtorians ſage relate, 

Theirs are the memoirs of th* equeſtrian ſtate; 

Uni d in Albion's paſt and preſent views, 

Who Cheney's + records for Rapin peruſe. 

Go on, brave youths, till, in ſame future age, 

Whips ſhall become the ſenatorial badge; 


— is heb#'» confitory; made up of feverat very 
eminent gentlemen, for determining doubtful caſes in the race, &c. Fhis 


place might not improperly be called a Pandemonium. 


+ The accurate and annual author of an hiftorical lift of the running- 


horſes, &c. 


Tilt 
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Till England fee her thronging ſenators 
Meet all at Weſtminſter, in boots and fpurs : 
See the whole houſe, with mutual frenzy mad, 
Her patriots all in leathern breeches clad ; 
Of bets, for taxes, learnedly debate, 
And guide, with equal reins, a ſteed and ſtate. | 

How would a virtuous Houhnhym * neigh diſdain, 

To ſee his brethren brook th” imperious rein; 
Bear flavery's wanton whip, or galling goad, 
Smoke thro” the glebe, or trace the deſtinꝰd road ; 
And robb'd of manhood by the murderous knife, | 
Suſtain each ſordid toil of fervile life. 

Yet O, what rage would touch his generous mind, 
To fee his fons, of more than mortal kind; 

A kind, with each ingenuous virtue blefs'd, 

That fills the prudent head, or valorous breaſt ; 
Afford diverſion to that monſter baſe, 
That meaneſt fpawn of man's half-monkey race, 
That hated animal, a Yahoo fquire? 

How are th” adventurers of the Britiſh race 
Chang'd from the choſen chiefs of ancient days ; 
Who, warm'd with genuine glory's honeſt thirſt, 
Divinely labour'd in the Pythian duſt. 

Nile wee os ood th i Be mn, 
Theirs was the Theban bard's recording foag. 

Mean time, to manly emulation blind, 

Slaves to each vulgar vice that ſtains the mind, 

Our Britiſh Therons iſſue to the race, 

Of their own generous courſers the diſgrace. 

What tho” the grooms of Greece ne'er took the odds, 
They won no bets—but then they ſoar'd to gods; 
And more an Hiero's palm, a Pindar's ode, 

Than all th' united plates of George beſtow'd. 


* Vide Gulliver”s Travels, voyage to the Houhnhyms, 
Greece 1 
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Greece ! how I kindle at thy magick name, 
Feet all thy warmth, and catch the kindred flame ! 
In ancient grace, before my muſing eyes. 

Here Sparta's ſons in mute attention hang, 
While . pours the mild harangue : = 
There Xerxes” hoſt, all pale with deadly fear, 
Shrink at her fated hero's * flaſhing ſpear. 

The laureat walks of fweet Hiſſus fpring : 

And lo! where, rapt in beauty's heavenly dream, 
Hoar Plato walks his oliv'd Academe. 
Yet, ab! no more the feat of arts and arms 
Delights with wiſdom, or with virtue warms. | 
Lo! the ſtern Turk, with more than Gothick rage, 

Has blaſted all the bays of ancient age : 
No more her groves by facred feet are trod, 
Falun is fair Greece! by Luxury's pleaſing bane 

Seduc'd, ſhe drags a barb"rous foreign chain. 

Britannia, watch! O trim thy with'ring bays ! 
Great nurſe of works divine ! Yet, oh, beware ! 
Recal thy wonted worth with conſcious pride: 
Thou too haſt ſeen a Solon in a Hyde; 

Haſt bade thine Edwards and thine Henrys rear, 

With Spartan fortitude, the Britiſh ſpear ; 

Alike haſt feen thy ſons deſerve the meed, 

Or of the moral, or the martial deed. 


Leonidas. 


MARY, 


| 
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MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS 


AN 116 r. 


BY MR. MICKLE. 


Fama adjiciet poſthuma laudi ; | 
Noftris longum tu dolor et honor. | BUCH 


HE balmy Zephyrs o'er the woodland ſtray, 
And gently ſtir the boſom of the lake: 
The fawns that panting in the covert lay, 

Now thro” the gloomy park their revels take. 


| Pale riſe the rugged hills that ſkirt the north, 


Silent and beauteous flows the filver Forth, 


But, ah ! what means this filence in the grove, 


Why ceaſe in Mary's Bower the ſongs of Love; 


The fongs of Love, of Innocence, and Joy? | 


When bright the lake refledts the ſetting ray, = 
The ſportive virgins tread the flow'ry green; „ 


| Here by the moon, full oft in chearful May, 


The merry bride-maids at the dance are feen. 


In robes of white adorn'd with violet blue ? 


Fondly with purple flow'rs they deck yon dier, : 
And wave in folemn pomp the boughs of yew. i 


* 
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Supreme in grief, her eye confus'd with woe, 
Appears the lady of th” atrial anz 
Tall as the fylvan goddeſs of the bow, 

And fair as the who wept Adonis flain. 


| Such was the pomp when Gilead's virgin band, 
Wand'ring by Judak's flow'ry mountains, wept ; 

And with fair Iphis, by the hallow'd firand 
Of Stloe's brook, a mournful ſabbath kept. 


By the reſplendent crofs with thiftles twin'd, 

AML Mary's guardian Genius loft im woe: 
* Ah! fay, what deepeſt wrongs have thus combin'd 
To heave with refilefs fighs thy breaft of ſnow ! 


O ftay, ye Dryads, nor unfiniſh'd ſiy 

* Your ſolemn rites ; here comes no foot prophane : 
_ © The Muſes” fon, and hallow'd is his eye, F 
* Implores your ſtay, implores 10 join the kin 


| © See, from her cheek the glowing life-bluſh flies ; 
© Alas, what faultering founds of woe be theſe! 
* Ye nymphs, who fondly watch her languid eyes, 


* Reſound the folemn dirge, the nymphs reply, 
And let the turtles moan in Mary's Bow'r; 
© Let Grief indulge her grand fublimity, 
And Melancholy wake her melting pow's : 


© For Art has triumph'd ; Art, that never flood 
On Hoenour's fide, or gen'rous tranſport knew, | | 
« Has dy'd it's haggard hands in Mary's blood, 
Aud over her fame has breath'd it's blighting dew. 
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« But come, ye nymphs; ye woodland ſpirits, come ; 
2 While in this hallow'd grove we raiſe the tomb, 
And couſecrate the fong to Mary's ſhade. 


© O fing what ſmiles her youthful morning wore | 
© Her's ev*ry charm, and ev'ry lovehe@ grace: 
© When Nature's happieſt touch could add no more, 


„o! whether by the moſs-grown buſhy dell, 
© Where from the oak depends the miſletoe, 
© Where creeping ivy ſhades the Druid's cell, 
Where from the rock the gurgling waters flow ; 


Or whether ſportive o'er the cowſlip beds, 
© You thro” the fairy dales of Teviot glides 
© Or bruſh the primroſe banks, while Cynthia ſheds 
Her filv'ry light oer BA tranſlucent tide : 


« Hither, ye gentle guardians of the fair, 
© By Virtue's tears, by weeping Beauty, came; 
* Unbind the feſtive robes, unbind the hair, | 
And wave the cypreſs bough at Mary's tomb. 


* And come, ye fleet magicians of the air!” 

_ (The mournful lady of the chorus ery d ;) 

Tour airy tints of baleful hue prepare, 

And thro” this grove bid Mary's fortunes glide: 


Aud let the ſong, with folemn harping join d, 
_ © And wailing notes, unfold the tale of woe? — 
She ſpoke ; and, waking thro* the breathing wind, 

From lyres unſeen the ſolemn harpings flow. 


TS 
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The ſong began: Ho bright her early morn ! 

© What laſting joys her ſmiling fate portends ? 

To wield the awful Britiſh ſceptres born, we my 

© And GauPs young heir her bridal-bed aſcends. | 


© The little Loves their purple wings diſplay ; 
* When ſudden, fhiricking at the diſmal glare X 
Ot funeral torches, far they ſpeed away. 


er with the Loves each bliſsful omen ſpeeds; 
* Her eighteenth April hears her widow'd moan : 
* The bridal-bed the fable hearſe ſucceeds, 
And firuggling factions ſhake her native throne. 


No more a goddeſs in the fwimming dance, 
* May'f thou, O queen, thy lovely form diſplay ; 
No more thy beauty reign the charm of France, 
Nor in Verſailles proud bow'rs outſhine the day. 


* For the cold north the trembling fails are ſpread : 
Ah, what drear horrors gliding through thy breaſt, 
* While from thy weeping eyes fair Gallia fled, 

* Thy fature woes in boding fighs confefs'd * ! 


: 


* The unhappy Mary in her infancy was ſent to France, to the care of her mo- 
ther's family, the Houſe of Guiſe. The French court was at that time the gay- 
eſt and moſt gallant of Europe. Here the Princeſs of Scotland was educated, 
with all the diſtinftions due to her high rank; and, as ſoon as years would allow, 
e was married te the Dauphin, afterwards Francis II. On the death of this 
monarch, which cloſed a ſhort reign, the politicks of the Houſe of Guiſe required 
the return of the young queen to Scotlang. She left France with tears and the 
utmoſt rejuftance ; and, on her landing in her native kingdom, the different ap- 
pearanct of the country awakened all her regret, and affeted her with a melan- 
cLoly which' ſeemed to forebods her future misfortunes. : 
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A nation ſtern and ſtubborn to command, 

And now convuls'd with Faftion's fierceſt rage, 
© Commits it's ſceptre to thy gentle hand, 

And aſks a brid'e from thy tender age. 


Her native ſhore receives the mournful queen ; 
In hazy gloom the ſea-wave fkirts the ſcene: 


The houſe of Holy Rood, in fullen tate, 
Bleak in the ſhade of rude piPd rocks appears ; 

Cold on the mountain”s fide, the type of Fate, 
It's ſhatter d walls a Romiſh chapel rears. 


No nodding grove here waves the ſhelt'ring bough ; 
Oer the dank vale, prophetick of her reign, 
Beneath the curving mountain's craggy brow, 
The dreary echoes to the gales complain : 


Beneath the gloomy clouds of rolling ſmoke, 
The high pil'd city rears her Gothick tow'rs ; 
The ſtern-brow d caſtle, from his lofty rock 
Looks ſcornful down, and fix'd defiance lours . 


Far from her hearth was ſeen to ſpeed away; 
Straight dark-brow'd factions entering in, deſtroy 
The ſeeds of peace, and mark her for their prey. 


| ® Theſe circumſtances, deſcriptive of the environs of Holy Rood Houſe, are 
Joegl. Yet, however dreary the unimproved November view may appear, the 
connoifſeur in gardening will perceive that plantation, and the other efforts of art, 
could eafily convert the profpect into an agreeable and moſt romantick ſummer 


f 
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No more by moon-ſhine to the nuptial bow'r 

Her Francis comes, by Love's ſoft fetters led; 

Far other ſpouſe now wakes her midnight hour *, 
Earag'd, and reeking from the harlot's bed. 


© Ah, draw the veil ” farill trembles thro? the air; 
The veil was drawn, but darker ſcenes aroſe ; 
Another nuptial couch the Fates prepare 7, 


Far from the couch offended Prudence fled : 
And rouz'd her trembling from the fatal bed. 


The hinds are ſeen in arms, and glitt'ring ſpears, 
Inſtead of crooks, the Grampian ſhepherds wield ; 
Fanatick rage the plowman's viſage wears, 
And red with flaughter lies the harveſt field. 


From Borthwick field, deſerted and forlorn, 
The beauteous queen, all tears, is ſeen to fly: 


* 


338 Dans cls debauchee of 
no abilities. 


+ Her marriage with the Earl of Bothwelly an uaprincipled politician of 
treat addreſs. 

$ When the was brought prifoncr through the ireets of Edinburgh, the ſuffered 
almoſt every indignity which an enraged mob could offer. Her perfon was be- 
daubed with mire, and her ear infulted with every term of vulgar abuſe. Even 
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| Again the vidion ſhifts the woeful ne: 
And, unſuſpefting, on a fifter queen, 


When Wiſdom, baffled, owns th attempt in vain, 
Heav'n oft delights to fer the virtuous free; 
But, ah! no gen'rous friend appears for thee ! 


A priſon's ghaſtly walls, and grated cells, 
Deſorm d the airy ſcenery as it pad d; 
The haunt where lifflefs Melancholy dwells, 


No female eye her fickly bed to tend! 
© Ah, ceaſe to tell it in the female ear! 
A woman's ſtern command? à proffer'd friend! 
* Oh, gen'rous paſſion, peace! forbear, forbear ! 


And could, O Tudor ! could thy breaſt retain 
No ſoft ning thought of what thy woes had been, 
* When thou, the heir of England's crown, in vain 
© Didſt ſue the mercy of 2 tyrant queen? 


© And could no pang from tender memory wake, 

© And feel thoſe woes that once had been thine own! 
No pleading tear to drop for Mary's fake; 

© For Mary's fake, the heir of England”s throne ? 


* Alas! no pleading touch thy memory knew; 

Dry'd were the tears which for thyſelf had flow's : 
© Dark politicks alone engag d thy view; 

* With female je:loufy thy boſom glow d. 


A fact. 
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And ſay, did Wiſdom own thy ftern command? 

Did Honour wave his banner o'er the deed ? 
* Ah !-- Mary's fate thy name ſhall ever brand; 
© And ever, o'er her woes, ſhall Pity bleed! 


* The babe that prattled on his nurſe's knee, 
© When firſt thy woeful captive hours began; 

© Erc Heaven, © haples Mary! fet thee free, 
© That babe to battle march d, in arms a man!” 


An awful pauſe enſues With ſpeaking eyes, 
And hands half rais'd, the greedies wen — 
While flow and fad the airy ſcenes ariſe, 
Stain'd with the laſt deep woes of Mary's fate! | 


With dreary black hung round the hall appears, 
The thirty faw-duft firews the marble floor ; 
Blue gleams the axe, the block it's ſhoulders rears, 


The clouded moon her dreary glimpſes ſhed, 
— And Mary's maids (a mournful train !) paſs by ; 
And filent tears pace down from ev'ry eye. 


Serene and nobly mild appears the queen; | 
She ſmiles on Heav'n, and bows the injur'd head: 
The axe is lifted—from the deathful fcene, 


The guardians turn'd, and all the picture fled. 


It fled—the wood-nymphs o'er the diſtant lawn, 
As rapt in viſion, dart their earneſt eyes : 
Go, whes the honahmen bees the refiieg fron, 


He ſtands impatient of the ſtarting prize. 


. 
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The for reign dame bes awfub eye b reli s 

As Cuma's maid-when by the gaiFinſpis*; | 
* The depths of ages to my fight unfold” | 
She cries; * and Mary's meed my breaſt has fir'd! 
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on Tu throne her fons ſhall ever reign ; 

With ſovw'reign pride, wherever roars the main, 

i —ñ̃ ͤ30 6 | 4 
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Her branching race on Europe's ev'ry throne, 

-* And either India bend to them the knee. 


. 


te thr e - on A 
© I ſee her death-ſcene—On the lowly floor 
And Anguiſh gnaws her till ſhe breathes no more.“ 


| But hark !—loud howling thro' the midnight gloom, 
Faitine — and ſends the baleful yell? 
o fave, ye rous few, your Mary's tomb ! 
O fave her 4 from the blaſting ſpell! 


| © And lo! where Time with brighten'd face rene 
| © Points to you far, but glorious op'ning ky; 

* See Truth walk forth, majeſlick, awful queen? — - 
* And Party's black*ning miſts before her fly. 


* Falſhood, unmaſk'd, withdraws her ugly train, 

And Mary's virtues all illuſtrious fhine— 

- © Yes, thou haſt friends ! the godlike and humane 
ot lateſt ages, injur'd queen, are thine.” 


= _ 
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The willy fliers of the donning ray, | 
With ſprightly now: the woodlark hail'd the day, | 


And with the monn-Shine all the videa fled ©. 
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77 IMITATION 4 een. 
4 BY WILLIAM Mzx5rox:, 15 


Ei, An. — | 
| Infanturque aim flmts in lmineprims. mung 


ADVERT maurer. 


mene in Syentcr een . 
4 | en this oc cafion, are his language, his plicity, his manner of deſcription, 
ot, rr ones. py. Fs winks. 


H, me! fall ately is my de fortorn, 
To wink how modeſt worth neglected lies, 

Such deeds alone as pride and pomp diſguiſe ; — 
Deeds of ill fort, and miſchievous emprize : 
Lend me thy clarion, Goddeſs ! let me 
To Wed the gealth off Mivis eve is dies ; 
Sach as I oft have chanced to eſpy. 


Loſt im the dreary ſhades of dull obſcurity. 


wn pare ws the hey of on wndary/ lines i mew 

willing to enter into the controverſy reſpecting her guilt or her innocence; Su- 
8 fice it only to obſerve, that the following fads may. be proved to demonſtration : 
| the letters, which have always. been eſtet med as the principal proof of Queen 
Mary's guilt, ave forged. Buchanan, on whoſe authority I huanus and other bi- 

| Rorians have condemned her, has falſified ſeveral circumſtances of her hiſtory, 

and has cited againſt her publick records which never exifted, as has been lately 

proved to demonſtration. And, to add no mo.e, the treatment the received from 

her illuſtrious couſin was dictated by 2 policy truly Mackiavelian ; a policy which 
trampled on the obligations of honour, of humanity, and morality. From whence 

It may be inferred, that to expreſs the indignation at the cruel treatment of Mary, 
A ever inchives and'to drop » texr over her fufſerings, i: nor un- | 
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In ev'ry village, mark d with little ſpire, 
abend in wees, a drdly kunt fe, 
A matron old, 2222 

nner. 


' | 
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— Dom — * 
For not à wind might curl the leaves that blew, 
But their fimbs ſhudder'd, and their pulſe beat low ; 
4 And as they look'd they found their horror grew, 

. 
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to kan 3m tao hom, a anted 
Br > —— of 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 
OF ſport, of fong, of pleaſure, of repaſt: 
They ey Gon, RE E's 
! ſuch conhfortles annoy 
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N. empty, vain, his native bliſs deſtroy. 


| Near to this dome is found a patch fo green, ä 
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Eager, perdie, to baſk in fan day, :-/... 


: - Where — r —_— | f 95 


- 


1 Ra FA! el 


| _— | Emblem right meet of decency 1 (#92177 Ko 


* : o 7 
u > je CY 0 3 * 2 
'Þ . 2 * 4 4 = 188 FAS 
3 * 
* ons 
o £4 
C 
. 
— 
* 1 
wy 
of 
= 
1 


4 then would 22 or ſky, or mann, 
2 ng: pigeon", 2 
3 no more, I ween, wene deem d "RR to 

| Mere comely peace of mind and decent beter dic. 
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Or dame, the ſole additions ſhe di& hear; 6 Kaul 

Yet theſe he challenge, theſe ſhe held right dear 6 

Wha dhould not honougheld with thaſt-reverez oo 
title yet @ mean could prove, i 


— 
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— — 
And if negl-& had Min d on the g 
Fragment of bread, ſhe would e the fame; 
For well ſhe knew, and quaintly could expound, 
What fin it were to waſte the ſmalleſt crumb ſhe found. 


Mate, me, he been, ate Re 5 
* That in her garden ſipp'd the filv'ry dew, 
Where no vain flow'r di d a gaudy fireak, 
But herbs for uſe, I phyſick, not a few, 
Of prey renown, within thoſe borders grew; 
| The tufted baſil, pun-provoking thyme, 
Freſh baum, and marygold of chearful hue, 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb, 
And more I fain would ſing, — Oy” 


Yet eaphraly may not be left a | 
And pungent radiſh, biting infant's tongue, 
And plantain ribb'd, that heals the reaper's wound z 


. —_ 


1 
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—_—_— in Hgpherd”s pofic found ; * 
Shall be, e Ws bundles bound, | Mp. 
To lurk amidf the labours of her loom, * 
— Ü 
* 
| And heve trim roſemarine, that whales crown'd 
The daintieft garden of the proudeſt peer, 
Ibe, div's from it's exvy's the, it fornd E 2 
A facred thekter for it's branches here, | 1 
— 1 
* waſſel ! © cuſioms well]; ; 


| Keefe mar wi tan and en 
e 11 25 
&  Hymned ſuch pfalms as Sternhold forth did mete; | 
"Tf winter deere, the to her hearth did cleave, FY 
| ger her garden found a fammer-ſeat : | # 
| © Swell melody! to hear her then repeat 
Y How Iſrael's fons, beneath a foreign king, 
* All for the nonce untuning ev'ry trig, 


1 oy For the was juſt, and friend to virtuous lace, 
- And psd much time in truly virtuous deed ; 
oy par ooo 7. 
The times when Trath by Poplh rage did bleed, 
tortious death was true Deyotion's meed ; 

| And fimple Faith in iron che did mourn, 

— That nould on wooden image place her creed; 
Ah, deareſt Lord! forefend thilk days ſhould e'er return. 
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+ 
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"FS like that of Scott em, 
ſhary tooth of cank'ring Eld def 


when he receives 
for'reign prince and liege is plac'd, 


The matron fate : and ſom with rank the grac'd ; 
& (The fource of children's af courtier's pride!) 
* Redrefs'd affronts, (for vile affromts there paſr'd ;) 

And warn'd them not the fretfyl to deride, 4 
But love each aber dear, herself hen beride. 


| Right well the knew each temper to deſery. 4 
To thwart the proud, and the ſubmiſa to raiſe 5 
Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, © 
And ſome entice with pittance ſmall of praiſes 
And other ſome with baleful ſprig the "frays : 
Len abſent, the the reins of pow'r doth hold. # 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd the fways 3 
d, if little bird their pranks behold, 


* 


+ | 'Twill whiſper in her ear, and all the ſcene unfold- 

* | Lo, now, with ſtate ſhe utters the command! a 
is. | Efiſoons the urchins to their taſks repair: 

* Their books, of ſtature ſmall, they take in hand, 


Which with pellucid horn f are, 
To fave from finger wet the fair. ! 
5 The work fo 29. tha an tht ck en Þ | I 


St. George's high atchievements 
On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, 
Kens the forth-coming rod, unpleaſing fight, IWeen! 


Ab ! lugklefs he, and born beneath ts bers - 5M | 


<< 
=—_ 

6 _ 

* \J 


* 


Of far! it irks me 
As erſt the bard *, by M 


— 
. 


. 
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SightT as he: fong, and did in tears indite ; 

* the rod, ſhe doth begin * Y 
© looſe the brogues, e- late delight! <4 
And down they drop; agpears his dainty frin, 

W ht 


_ © rathfil rene?! when gy — 
5 His little ſiſter doth ez 

- an pt fr. Wor om 

; She Þ fl on er od fps fe; 

She a pray r to ſet him free: * 

——— this dame deny, 
(If ecke pardon could with dames agree) 
To her fad grief that ſwells in either eye, 
Ant rings her S that all for pity the could die. | 


No longer can he now her ſhvicks command ; 
And hardly ſhe forbears, thro” awful fear, 
To rethen forth, and, with prefumptuous hand. 

To ſtay harſh juftice in it's mid career. 
- On thee the calls, on thee, her parent dear! 
(An! too remote to ward the ſhameful blow!) | 
| The ſees no kind domeſtick viſage near, 
8 And foon a flood of {begins to flow, 
And gives g looſe at laſt to woe. 


OR enn 
Or whagevice his loud laments explain? 
n ns? a 
dyes his looks amain? 
that does his cheek diſtain#, 
CIS — 
ieee gain; 
ſlie levels well her aim 


* 


** 


And oth hatch Ki eve each falling froke proc. 


* 


Au bat the wight of bum y-galled ; he 


Which low to earth it's drooping head declines, 
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Attend, nene le 
By turns, aſtony' d. ev'ry twig ſurvey, 
And from their fellows hateful wounds beware, 
Knowing, I wilt, how each the ſame may ſhare ; 
Till fear has taught them a performance meet, 
And to the well-known cheſt the dame repair, 
And gingerbread y-rare, now, certes, doubly fweet ! 


And ini beſeemly order fitten there, 


Abhorreth bench, and fool, and fourm, and chair, a 
(This hand in mouth y-fiz*d, that rends his hair) 
And eke with ſnubs profound, and heaving breail, 
Ot bd od 
His gri-vous wrong, his dame's unjuſt beheſt. 
| And ſcorns her offer'd love, aud ſhuns to be carefs'd. 


His face beſprent, with liquid chryſtal ſhines ; 
His blooming face, that ſceris a purple flow'r, 


All ſmear'd and ſully d by a vernal ſhow'r. 9 
O the hard boſoms of deſpotick pow'r | 
All, all, but ſhe, the author of his ſhame ; 
All, all, but ſhe, regret this mouraful hour : | 
| Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow'r ſhall claim, 
If fo I deem aright, — „ 


1 dear, bn mctuactey rate, 
- Mindlefs of food, he, dreary caitif! pines ; 
Ne for his f-1!-»ws joyaunce careth aught, 
But to the wind all merriment refigns, 


* 
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And deems it ſhame if he to peace inclines : 
And many a fullen look aſkaunce is ſent, 
Which for his dame's annoyance he defigns ; 
And fill the more to pleafure him ſhe's bent, 


Ah, me ! how much I fear left pride it be! 
Dt if that pride it be, whick thus inſpires, 
Beware, ye dames ! with nice diſcernment fee 
Ye quench not, too, the ſparks of nobler fires : 
Ah! better far than all the Muſes” lyres, 
(All coward arts) is valour's gen'rous heat; 
The firm fix'd breaſt which fit and right requires, 
Lie Vernon's patriot foul ; more juſtly great 


Yet nurs d with fil}, what dazzling fruits appear 
E'en now fagacious foreſight points to ſhow 
A little bench of heedlefs biſhops here, 
And there a chancellour in embryo, 
Or bard fublime, if bard may e er be ſo; 
As Milton, Shakeſpeare, names that ne'er ſhall die ! 
Tho now he crawl along the ground fo low); 
Nor weeting how the Muſe ſhould ſoar on high, 
Wiſheth, poor flarv'ling elf! his paper kite may fly. 


Low lays the houſe which that of cards doth build, 
Shall Dennis be! if rigid Fates incline ; | 
And many an epick to his rage ſhall yield, 
And many a poet quit the Aönian field : 
And, four'd by age, profound he ſhall appear, 
As he who now, with ſdaiĩnful fury thrill d, 
Surveys mine work, and levels many a ſneer, 
And farts his wrinkly front, and cries, * What ſtuff is here?“ 


But 


f 
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But now Dan Phcebus gains the middle fky, 
And Liberty unbars her priſon-door ; 
And like a ruſhing torrent out they fly, 

With boĩſt rous revel-rout and wild uproar. 
A thouſand ways in wanton rings they run; 
| Heav'n ſhield their ſhort-liv'd paſtimes, I implore ! 
For well may Freedom, erſt fo dearly won, 
Appear to Britiſh elf more gladſome than the fun. 


And chace gay flies, and cull the faireſt flow'rs ; 
For when my bones in graſs-green ſods are laid, 
For never may ye taſte more careleſs hours 
In knightly caſtles or in ladies bow rs. 
O vain, to ſeek delight in earthly thing! 
But moſt in courts, where proud Ambition tow'rs ; 
Deluded wight ! who weens fair peace, can ſpring 
Beneath the pompous doom of kefar or of king. 


See in each ſprite ſome various bent appear: 
Theſe rudely carol moſt incondite lay ; 
Thoſe ſaunt'ring on the green, with jocund leer, 
© Salute the ſtranger paſſing on his way: 
Some bujlden fragile tenements of clay; 
Some to the ſtanding lake their courſes bend, 
With pebbles ſmooth, at duck and drake to play; 
Thilk to the huxter's ſav ry cottage tend, 
Jn paſtry kings and queens th' allotted mite to ſpend. 


Here, as each ſeaſon yields a dif rent ſtore, 
Each ſeaſon's ſtores in order ranged been, 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd oer, 
_ Galling full fore th unmoney'd wight, are feen ; 
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- 4 
And gooled'rie, clad in liv'ry red or green: 
And here of lovely dye the Cath'rine pear ; 
Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice I ween ; 
© may no wight &er pennyleſs come there, 


See ! cherries here, ere cherries yet abound, 
| With thread fo white in tempting poſies ty'd, 

With pamper'd look draw little eyes afide, © © 0 
And maſt be bought, tho penury betide: 
The plumb all azure; and the nut all brown ; 

And here, cach ſeaſon, do thoſe cakes abide, 
Rend'ring thro” Britain's iſle Salopia's praiſes known. 


* Eyes her bright form in Severn's ambient wave, 
Fam'd for her loyal cares in perils try'd; 

Her daughters lovely, and her firiplings brave: l 
Ak! midf the reft, may flow'rs adorn his grave . 
Whoſe art did firſt theſe dulcet cates diſplay! | 

A motive fair to Learning's imps he gave, 
ws charles o'er her darkling region firay, 
Till Reafon's morn ariſe, and light them on their way. 


ODE AGAINST ILL-NATURE, 
BY CHRISTOPHER SMART, M. A. 


FSPRING of Folly and of Pride, 
To all that's odious, all that's baſe ally'd ; 


| Hans ape View by Pravity miſled, 


* Shrewſbury cake:. 
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Fer, thou hideous hell-born pit! 
Go, with thy looks of dark deſign, 
Sullen, four, and fatumine ; 
Fly to ſome gloomy ſhade, nor blot the goodly light! 
Thy planet was remote when I was bara; - 
'Twas Mercury that ruPd thy natal morn. 
And ripens for enjoyment eu ry growing day: 
When to exiſt is but to love and fing, 


There, in yon loneſome heath, 
Which Flora or Sylvanus never knew, 
Or beaſt or fowl attempts to breathe ; 
Where Nature's pencil has no colours laid, 
But all is blank, and univerſal ſhade : 

There may'ſ thou vent thy ſpite, = 

For ever curſing, and for ever curs'd, 

Of all th” infernal crew the work ; 
Tube worſt in genius, meaſure, and degree : 

For Envy, Hatred, Malice, are but parts of thee. 


Or t thou change the frene, 298952 
* Behold the heaven-deſerted fen, 

Where Spleen, by vapours denſe begot and bred, 
Hardneſs of heart, and heavineſs of head, 

Have rais'd their darkſome walls, and plac's their thorny bed: 
There may ſt thou all thy bitterneſs unload, 

There may'® thou croak, in concert with the wad. 

Nor thal! the bus her baſe throat deny 3 | 
The querulous frogs ſhall mix nlp dan wich thine, 

Th' ear-piercing bern, and plover ſcreaming high 5 

While million hamming gnats fit trum ſhall ſupply. 


Away! 
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| Away ! away !—behold an hideous band, 

And herd of all thy minions, are at hand! 

| Suſpicion firſt with jealous caution ſtalks, 

And ever looks around her as ſhe walks; 


Fer w he viegin's end the Pegs fame ; 
A wither'd, time-deflower'd old maid, 


Hypocriſy ſucceeds, with faint-like look, 
Next comes illibera!, ſcrambling Avarice ; 

Then Vanity, and Aſfectation nice— 

As in ſhort Gallick trips ſhe minces by; 
Starting Antipathy is in her eye, 
To thee, Ill-nature, all the numerous groupe 
They wait thy call, and mourn thy long delay : 


ORIENTAL ECLOGUES, 
BY MR. COLLINS. 
ECLOGUE . 


$ELIN 3 OR, THE SHEPHERD'S MORAL. 


E Perſian maids, attend your Poet's lays, 


© Not all are blefs'd, whom Fortune's hand fuftains 
* With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plains : 


SCENE, A VALLEY NEAR BAGDAT.— TIME, THE MORNING» 
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© Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell ; 
Ti virtue makes the bliſs where er we dwell.” 

Thus Selim ſung, by facred Truth infpir'd ; 

Nor praiſe, but ſuch as Truth beftow'd, defir'd : 
Wiſe in himſelf, his meaning fongs convey d 
Informing morals to the ſhepherd maid ; 

Or taught the fwains that ſureſt bliſs to find, 
When wanton gales along the vallies play, 
Breathe on each flow'r, and bear their fweets away; 
By Tygris' wandering waves he fat, and ſung 
Te Perſian dames,” he faid, to you belong, 
Well may they pleaſe) the morals of my fong : 
No fairer maids, I truſt, than you are found, 

* Grac'd with foft arts, the peopled world around! 
2292 to your loves ſupplies 

Each gentler ray, delicious to your eyes; 

For you thoſe flow'rs her fragrant hands beſtow, 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. 

_ © Yet think not theſe, all beauteous as they are, 
The beſt kind bleſſings Heav'n can grant the fair ! 
© Who truſt alone in beauty's feeble ray, 

* Boaſt but the worth Balſfora's * pearls diſplay : 

* Drawn from the deep, we own the ſurface beight ; 
But, dark within, they drink no luſtrous hight. 
Such are the maids, and ſuch the charms they boaſt 
* By ſenſe unaided, or to virtue loſt. 

— On? your hearts believe in vain, 

* That Love ſhall blind, when once he fires the ſuain z 
© Or hope a lover by your faults to win, | 
As ſpots on ermin beautify the ſbin: 


The gulph of that name, famous for the pearl fiikery. 
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W; Who 
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* Who ſeeks ſecure to rule, be firſt her care 
* Each fofter virtue that adorns the fair ; 
* Each tender paſſion man delights to find, 
f. of © fumule mind ! 
'4 were the days, when Wiſdom held her reign, 
© And ſhepherds fought her on the filent plain; 
* With Truth the wedded in the ſecret grove, 
_ © Immortal Truth! and daughters blefs'd their love. 
O haſte, fair majds! ye Virtues, come away! 
© Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you om your way ! 
© The balmy ſhrub for you fall love our ſhore, 
< By Ind excelFd, or Araby, no more. 
* Loſt to our fields, for fo the Fates ordain, 
* The dear deferters ſhall return again. | 
* Came then, whels thoughts Wiknpid rings are clears 
- Heew make Op court amid cur rveed frame, 
* And ſhepherd-girls ſhall own thee for their queen. 
* With thee be Chaſtity, of all afraid, 
* Diſtrulling all, a wiſe ſuſpicious maid ; | 
* But man the moſt—not more the mountain doe 
© Holds the ſwiſt falcon for her deadly foe. 
* Cold is her breaft, like flowers that drink the dew ; 
A ſilken veil conceals her from the view. 
No wild deſires amidft thy train be known, 
_ © But Faith, whoſe heart is fix'd on one alone: 
Deſponding Meeknefs, with her down-caft eyes, 
* And friendly Pity, full of tender fighs ; 
* And Love the laſt. By theſe your hearts approve ; 
© Theſe are the virtues that muſt lead to love.” 
Thus ſung the fwain ; and ancient legends ſay, 
The maids of Bagdat verify'd the lay : | 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along ; 
| The thepherds lov'd, and Selim bleG'd his ſong. 


ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE IL. 
HASSANS OR, THE CAMEL<DRIVER. 
SCENE, THE DESART,TIME, M1D-DaY. 
N filent horror, o'er the boundleſs waſte, 
The driver Haſſan with his camels paſs : | 
One cruiſe of water on his back he bore, 
And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty flore ; 
A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 
To guard his ſhaded face from feorching fand. 
e W r 
The beaſts, with pain, —— 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view! 
With deſperate ſorrow wild, th” affrighted man 
Thrice figh'd, thrice ſtruck his breaſt, and thus began: 
Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
© Ah! little thought I of the blaſting witid, 
* The thirſt or pinching hunger that I find?! + © 
* Bethink thee, Haſſan, where ſhall thirſt aſwage, 
* When fails this cruiſe, his unrelenting rage; 
reren 
* Then what but tears and honger Gan GED. 
© Ye mute companions of my toils, that = 
© In all my griefs a more than equal ſhare | 
Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, 
Or moſ-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
* In vain ye hope the green delights to know, =- 
Which plains more bleſs d, or verdant vales beſtow : 
Here rocks alone, and taſteleſs ſands are found, 
© Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
| Wen firſt from Schiraz” walls I bent my way! 
1 Y 0 * Cury'd 
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© Curr'd be the gold and filver which perſuade 
* Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade ! 
* 'The lily Peace outihines the filver ftore, 
© And Life is dearer than the golden ore: 
© Vet money tempts us o'er the defart brown, 
© To cv'ry diſtant mart and wealthy town. 
_ © Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the fea; 
© And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 
© Ak! why this ruin  attraftive made? 
© Or why, fond man, fo cafily betray'd ? 
© Why heed we not, while mad we haſte along, 
© The gentle voice of Peat, or Pleaſure's ſong ? 
© Or wherefore think the fow'ry mountain's fide, 
* The fountain's murmurs, andthe valley's pride; 
D 
Than dreary defarts, if they Tead to gold? 
© Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
© When firſt from Schiraz* walls I bent my way! 
O ceaſe, my fears !—all frantick as I go, 
* Wheyught creates unnumber'd ſcenes of woe. 5 
„What ie Bon in his rage I meet! F 
* Oft in the duſt I view his printed feet: 
© And, fearful ! oft, when Day's declining light 
© Yields her pale empire to the mourner Night, 
4 be Gon the gromning plain, 
es and ſullen tigers in his train; 
ech, with fhrieks, . 
— etl, and toads thew wo their prey. 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
© When firſt from Schiraz” walls I bent my way! 
At that dead hour the filent aſp ſhall creep, 
* If ang of reſt I find, upon my fleep : 
© Or ſome fwoln ſerpent twiſt his ſcales around, 
© Thrice happy Wy, the wiſe, contented poor; 
* From Juſt of wealth, and dread of death ſecure ! 
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| © They tempt no deſarts, and no griefs they find ; 

s Peace rules the day, where reaſon rules the mind. 
© Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
© When firſt from Schiraz* walls I bent my way ! 

O hapleſs youth ! for ſhe thy love hath won, 

© The tender Tara, will be moſt undone ! 

« Big fwell'd my heart, and own'd the powerful maid, 

When faſt ſhe dropp'd her tears, and thus the ſaid: 

„ Farewel the youth, whom fighs could not detain ; 

„ Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain ! 

« Yet as thou go'ſt, may ev'ry blaſt ariſe, 

«© Weak and unfelt as theſe ſighs ! 

«« Safe o'er the wild, no perili an thou fee ; 

No griefs endure ; nor weep, falſe youth, like me!” 

oO let me ſafely to the faig gown, 

* Say, with a kiſs, ſhe mult not, ſhall not mourn ! 

O let me teach my heart to loſe it's fears, 

5 RecalPd by Wiſdom's voice, and Zara's tears 

a He faid ; and calPd on Heav'n to bleſs the day. 

3 When back to Schira walls he dent his way, 


KG 


F 


* 


ECLOGUE IL 
An; On, ren CEORGIAS SULTANA. 


$CENE, a nen. ne., — 


1 — 
In diſtant view along the level green; 

| While evening dews enrich the glitt ring glade, 
And the tall foreſts caſt a longer ſhade ; 

What time tis ſweet o'er fiekds of rice to fray, 
Or ſcent the breathing maize at ſettiaꝶ day ; $ 
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The finiſh'd chaplet 
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| Go leave the fimple pipe, and ſhepherd's firain ; 
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Of Abes bed began the tender firain, 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain ; 
At morn the came, thoſe willing flocks to lead 
Where likes rear them in the wat'ry mead : 
From early dawn the live-long hours ſhe told, 
Till late at filent eve the penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grove, beneath the ſecret ſhade, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers ſhe made. 
Gay-motley'd pinks and fweet jonquils the choſe *, 
The violet blue that on the moſs-bank grows ; 
All ſweet to ſenſe, the .zoſe was there: 
Pd her hair. 
Great Abbas chanc'd thi#fated morn to firay, 
By love conducted from the chace away: | 


Among the vocal vales he heard her fong, 


At length he found, and woo'd the rural maid ; 
© Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
© And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !* 
The royal lover bore her from the plain ; * 
Yet ftill her crook and bleating flock remain: 
Oft as ſhe went, ſhe backward turn'd her view, 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 
Fair happy maid ! to other ſcenes remove ; 


* 


With love delight thee, and with Abbas reiggng. 
© Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
© And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!“ y 
Vet, midſt the blaze of courts, ſhe fix'd her love 
K 
* 
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Still, with the ſhepherd's innocence, her mind 
To the fweet vale and flow'ry mead inclin d: 
And oft as Spring renew'd the plains with flow'rs, 
Breath'd his ſoft gales, and led the fragrant Hours; 
With ſure return ſhe ſought the ſylvan ſcene, 
The breezy mountains, and the foreſts green. 
Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band ! 
Each bore a crook all-rural in her hand: 
Some ſimple lay, of flocks and herds, they ſung ; 
With joy the mountain and the foreſt rung. 
Ze ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd: 
* And ev'ry Georgian mike Ahea loy's 
And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fair ; 
Oft to the ſhades and low-roof'd cots retir'd, 
or ſought the vale where firlt his heart was fir'd ; = 
A ruſſet mantle, like a fwain, he wore, 
And thought of crowns and byfy courts no more. 
— : © Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
"1 5 «© Andev'ry Georgian maid like Abra la 


* 
- 


* What if in wealth the noble maid excel; 
The ſimple ſhepherd-girl can love as well. 
Let thoſe who rule on Perſia's jewelPd throne, 
», |} Elie fan's for love, and gentleſt love alone; 
| Boreas like Abbas, full of fair 
; lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 
nan the maids around her ſay: 
4 444.4 O haſte, profuſe of bleſſings, haſte away ! 
by ©” * Beev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
: 3 * And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd 


* : 
: ny 
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ECLOGUE Iv. 
Sun AND SECANDER 3 ON, THE FUGITIVES. 


wennn, A MOUNTAIN IN CIRCASSIA.-TIME, MIDNIGHT , 


N fair Circaſſia, where, to love inclin'd, 
” Each fwain was blefs'd, for ev'ry maid was kind; 
At that fill hour, when awful midnight reigns, 
And none but wretches haunt the twilight plains ; 
+ What time the Moon had buag her lamp on high, 
if find pals'd in radiance thro? the cloudleſs 15; 
dr the dews two brother ſhepherds fled, | 
Were wild'ring fear and defperate forrow led: 
| Faſt as they prefs'd their flight, behind them lay 
Wide ravag'd plains, and vallies ſtole away. 
Along the mountain's $ bending fide they ran; 
Till faint and weak, Secander thus began. | 
$SECANDER. 
O ſtay thee, Agib, for my feet deny, 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
Friend of my heart, O turn thee and furvey ; 
Trace our fad flight thro? all it's length of way! 
And firſt review that long-extended plain, 
And yon wide groves, already paſs'd with pain! 
Von ragged cliff, whoſe dangerous path we try'd ! 
adders Acre en; hank 
42015. 
Wenk as thou art, yet hapleG muſt thou know 
The wil of flight, or ſome ſeverer woe 
| And fhricks and foros load the faddening wind; 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 
He blaſts our harveſts, and deforms our land. 
Ton citron grove, whence firſt in fear we came, 


Drops it's fair honours to the conquering flame ; 
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Far By the e like us, in deep deſpair, 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 


SECANDER., 


Unhappy land! whoſe bleſſings tempt the ford ; 


In vain, unheard, thou call'& thy Perſian lord? 
In vain thou court'it him, helpleſs, to thine aid, 
To ſhield the ſhepherd, and protect the maid ! 
Far off, in thoughtleſs indolence refign'd, 

" Mid fair ſultanas loſt in idle joy; 75 
tated mm 

401. 

Yet theſe green hills, in ſummer's ſultry heat, 

Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 

Sweet to the fight is Zabra's flow ry plain, 

And once by maids and ſhepherds lov'd in vain ! 

No more the virgins ſhall delight to rove 

By Sargis” banks, or Irwan's ſhady grove; 

On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 

Or breathe the ſweets of Aly's flow'ry vale : 

Fair ſcenes ! but, ah! no more with peace poſſeſs”, 

With eaſe alluring, and with plenty bleſs'd. 

No more the ſhepherds whitening tents appear, 

Nor the kind products of a bounteous year; 

No more the date, with ſnowy bloſſoms crown's ; 

TD * But Ruin ſpreads her baleful fires around. 


SECANDER., 


| "IM In vain Circaſſia boaſts her ſpicy groves, 
3 Ver ever fam'd for pure and happy loves: 
4 5 De 


blue languith, and their golden hair. 
Thoſe M in tears their fruitleſs grief muſt ſend ; 
Then hairs the Tartar's cruel hand ſhall rend. 
4013. 
Ye Georgian ſwains, that piteous learn from far 
Circaſſia's ruin, and the waſte of war; 
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To ſhield your harveſt, and defend your fair: 

The Turk and Tartar like defigns purſue, 
Fix'd to deſtroy, and ftedfaft to undo. 
Wild as his land, in native defarts bred, 
By luſt incited, or by malice led, 

The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, 
Oſt marks with blood and waſting flames the way; 
Yet none fo cruel as the Tartar foe, 

To death inur'd, and nurs'd in ſcenes of woe. 


He ſaid; when loud along the vale was heard 

A fhriller fhriek, and nearer fires appear d: 

TY affrighted ſhepherds, thro” the dews of night, 
Wide o'er the moon-light hills renew'd their flight. 


THE ACTOR. 
ADDRESSED TO BONKESL THORNTON, E5Q, 


BY MR. LLOYD. 


CTING, dear Thornton, it's perfeftion draws 
From no obſervance of mechanick laws: 
No ſettled maxims of a fav'rite tage, 

No rules deliver'd down from age to age, 

Let players nicely mark them as they will, 
Can Cer entail hereditary fcill. s . 
If, mongſt the humble hearers of the pit, 
Some curious vet ran critick chance to fit, 

Is he pleas'd more becauſe twas acted ſo 
The mind recalls an object held more dear, 
And hates the copy, that it comes fo near. 
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Why lov'd he Wilks's air, Booths nervous tone ? #3" 
In them '"twas natural, twas all their own. | ' 


Hut gives his mimick no reflevied praiſe. — 
Shall live for ever in the voice of Fame! 
"Tis thine to lead, with more than magick fill, 
In the ſweet ſenſe of fympathetick woe: 

Through ev ry vein I feel a chillneſs creep, 

| When horrors ſuch as thine have murder'd ſleep; 

And at the old man's look and frantick flare, 

Nor yet confin'd to tragick walks alone, 

The comick Muſe, too, claims thee for her own, 
With each delightful requiſite to pleaſe, 
Taſte, ſpirit, judgment, elegance, and caſe, 
Familiar Nature forms thy only rule, „ 
From Ranger's rake, to Drugger's vacant fool. | 
With powers fo pliant, and fo various bleſs'd, 
That what we fee the laſt, we like the beſt. 
But burſt outrageous with the laugh of ſenſe. 
Perfeftion”s top, with weary toil and pain, 
Tin genius only that can hope to gain. 

"The play'r's profefiion (the I hate the phraſe, 
"Tis fo mechanick in theſe modern days) 
Lies not in trick, or attitude, or ftart; 


Nature's true knowledge is the only art. 


The frong-felt paſſion bolts into his face, | 
The mind untouch'd, what is it but grimace? 
To this one ſtandard make your juſt appeal, 
Here lies the golden ſeeret learn to 2211. 
Or fool, or monarch, happy, or diftref'd, 
No aftor pleaſes, that is not poſe/'s. 

Z 
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-  Cnce on the ſage, in Rome's dechining days, 
Exe Perſecution dropp'd her iron vod, 

And men ſtill wag'd an impibus war with God, 

An Actor flouriſh'd of no vulgar fame, 

Nature's diſciple, and Geneſt his name. 

, A nobleobjedt for his Rilt he choſe, 

A martyr dying midſt inſulting foes. 

Yet braving monarchs in his Saviour's cauſe. 

FilFd with th” idea of the facred-part, 

He felt a zeal beyond the reach of art; 

While look, and voice, and geſture, all expreſs d 

A kindred ardour in the player's breaft : 

He loſt the Actor, and commenc'd the Man; 

Profefs'd the faith, his Pagan gods deny d, 

And what he ated then, he after dy'd. 

| The players province they but vainly try, 


The critick fight tis only grace can pleaſe, 

No figure charms us if it has not eaſe. 
There are, who think the ſtature all in all, 
Nor like the hero, if he is not tall. 
The feeling ſenſe all other want ſupplies, 
F rate no actor's merit from his fize. 
And what's a giant with a vacant face: 
Affect to mark the ſolemn pace of ſtate. 
One foot put forward in poſition {trong, 
The other, like it's vaſſal, dragg'd along. 
So grave each motion, fo exact and flow, 
Like wooden monarchs at a puppet-ſhow. 
The mien delights as that has native grace, 

But aſfectation ill ſupplies it's place. 


Un%itful 
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However foreign from the por are, ee een nb \ 
What though unf-eling of the nervous line, | 7 N 
Who but allows his arm is ne ? 


| While a whole minute equipois'd he ſands, 
Till Praiſe diſmiſs him with her echoing hands! 
Reset. d. though nature hate the tedious pauſe, | 
By perſeverance to extort applauſe. 
With eager weises burſts the canvas wand, | 
The ſudden whirl, firetch'd leg, and lifted fta, 
3 
N 
I hate your fool who over- acts his jeſt; 
And, like a bungler, haggles all his wit, 
With hrug, and grin, and geſture out of place, 
But meanly groupes him with a num'rous train, 
With ſteady face, and ſober, hum' vous mien, 
Fill'd the ſtrong out-lines of the comick ſcene. 
What was writ down, with decent utt'rance ſpoke, 
Betray'd no ſymptom of the conſcious joke ; 
The very man in look, in voice, im air, 
And tho” upon the ſtage, appear d no play r. 
| The word and aftion ſhould conjointly fait, 
But ating words is labour too minute. = 

2 2 


180 BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Grimace will ever lead the judgment wrong, 
With her delighted o'er each ſcene I go, 
Well pleag'd, and not aſham'd of being fo. 
| But let the gen'rous aftor Hull forbear | 
To copy features with a mimick's care! 
A vile flage-cuſtom, benen d in the breach. 
Worſe as more cloſe, the difingenuous art 
| But ſhews the wanton looſeneſs of the heart. 
When I behold a wretch, of talents mean, | 
Drag private ſoibles on the publick ſcene, | 
Forkking Nature's fair and open road, | 
To mark fome whim, ſome ſtrange peculiar mode; 
Fir'd with diſguſt, I loathe his ſervile plan, | 
Deſpiſe the mimick, and abhor the man. | 
Go to the lame, to hoſpitals repair, "mY 
And hunt for humour in diſtortions there ! *- 
Fill up the meaſure of the motley whim, 
Then ſhame, at once, to pleaſe a trifling age, 
Good ſenſe, good- manners, virtue, and the tage ! 
u not enough the voice be ſound and clear, 
"Tis modulation that muſt charm the ear. 
And whine their ſorrows in a ſee-ſaw tone, 
Can only make the yawning hearers doze. | | 
Who lays an equal emphaſis on all. 

Slow and delib'rate as the parting toll ; 
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Their words, like ſtage proceſſions, ſtalk along : 

And een in ſpeaking we may ſeem too juſt. Ie. 

Which bring not numbers to thy nicer ear: 

In vain for them the pleaſing meaſure flows, 

Whoſe recitation runs it all to proſe z 
Repeating what the poet ſets not down ; 

The verb disjointing from it's friendly noun ; 
To make a diſcord in each tuneful line. 

With lifeleſs drone, infipid and ference ; 

_ While others thunder ev'ry couplet o'er, 
In the low whiſper, than terapeſtuous tone : 

And Hamlet's hollow voice and fix'd amaze, 
More powerful terror to the mind conveys, 

He, who in earneſt ſtudies o'er his part, 

Will find true nature cling about his heart. 

In the white handkerchief and mournful draw! ; | 

A fingle look more marks th internal woe. 

Than all the windings of the lengthen'd, Ob / 

Up to the face the quick ſenſation flies, 

And darts it's meaning from the ſpeaking eyes ; 

And all the paſſions, all the foul is there. | 

In vain Ophelia gives her flow'rets round, 

Aad with her ſtraws fantaſtick ſtrews the ground; 

In vain now fings, now heaves the deſp rate ſigh, 

If phrenzy fit not in the troubled eye. 
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| In Cibber's look commanding ſorrows ſpeak, 


And call the tear faſt trick'ling down my check. * 
There is a fault which flirs the critick's rage; 
A want of due attention on the ſiage. 
I have ſeen Adlers, and admir'd ones too, 
Whit tngns wabnd ap ht Lovers bom their cac ; 
In their own ſpeech who whine, or roar away, 
Vet ſeem unmorv'd at what the reſt may fay ; 
Whoſe eyes and thoughts on diff rent objects roam, 
Diveſt yourſelf of hearers, if you can, 
And firive to ſpeak, and be the very man. 
Why ſhould the well-bred Actor wiſh to know : 
Who fits above to-night, or who below ? BH | 
80, mid th” harmonious tones of grief or rage, 
Italian ſquallers oft difgrace the ſtage; | 
When, with a fimp'ring leer, and bow profound, 
The ſqueaking Cyrus greets the boxes round ; 
Or proud Mandane, of imperial race, | 
Familiar drops a curtſey to her grace. | | 
To ſuit the dreſs demands the Actor's art; | | 
Yet there are thoſe who over-dreſs the part. 
To fome preſcriptive right gives ſettled things ; 
Black wigs to mur@rers, feather'd hats to kings. 
But Michael Caffio might be drunk enough, 
Tho? all his features were not grim'd with ſnuff. | 
Why ſhould Pol Peachum ſhine in ſattin cloaths ? 
Why ev'ry devil dance in ſcarlet hoſe? 
Bat in flage-cuſtoms what offends me moſt, 1 — 
Is the ſlip-door, and flowly-rifing ghoſt. | 
Tell me, nor count the queſtion too ſevere, 
Why need the diſmal powder'd forms appear? 8 0 
And Guilt torments him with ber ſcorpion fling ; 
When keeneſt feelings at his boſom pull, 
And Fancy tells him that the feat is full; 
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Why need the ghoſt uſurp the monarchs place, | 1 0 


To frighten children with his mealy face ? 6.4 kak 
The king alone ſhould form the phantom there, = 
And talk and tremble at the vacant chair. * aut 'i/ 
If Belvidera her lov'd loſs deplore, | 

Why for twin ſpefires burſts the yawning floor 2. 

When with diſorder d ftarts, and horrid cries, "Sf 

She paints the murder'd forms befare her eyes, 

And ſtill purſues them with a frantick ftare, 

'Tis pregnant madneſs brings the viſions there. 

If all her ſhudd”rings were at ſhapes unſeen. 
Mould all our paſſions to their inſtant will; 

"Tis thus, when feeling Garrick treads the ſtage, 
Oſt as I drink the words with greedy ears, f f 
I ſhake with horror, or diſſolve with tears. 

O, ne'er may folly ſeize the throne of taſte, 

Nor dulneſs lay the realms of genius waſte ! 

More natural uſes to the ſtage belong, 

Than tumblers, monſters, n 

For other purpoſe was that ſpot deſign'd: 

To purge the paſſions, and reform the mind ; 

To give to nature all the force of art, 

And while it charms the ear, to mend the heart. 
Thornton, to thee, I dare with truth commend, 

The decent ſtage, as virtue's natural friend: 3 
Tho” oft debas'd with ſcenes prophane and looſe, | 4 
No reaſon weighs againſt it's proper uſe. 1 
Religion's perfect law is flill the fame. — 
Shall they, who trace the paſſions from their riſe, 

Shew Scorn her features, her own image Vice ? 
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Poets to ages yet unborn appeal, 

And latef# times th* Eternal Nature feel. 
Tho” blended here the praiſe of bard and play'r, 
While more than half becomes the aftor's are, 
And finks the player in the poet's name. 

The pliant muſcles of the various face, 15 | 
The miew that gave each ſentence firength and grace, 
The tuneful voice, the eye that ſpoke the mind, 
Are gone—nor leave a fingle trace behind! 


THE MAN or SORROW. 


BY MR. GREVILLE. 
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Ne'er glitters on the hawthorn ſpray, 
© Nor night her comfort bringss 
© F have no pleaſure in the cole ; 
Nor Phalomela fings. 


In chearful ignorance bleſfs'd ! 
Alike to them the roſe or thorn, 
© By gay Contentment drefs*d. 


Content, fair daughter of the ſkies, 

© Or gives ſpontaneous, or denies, 
Her choice divinely free; 

© She viſits oft the hamlet cot, 

© When Want and Sorrow are the lot 

Of Avarice and me. 


But fee !—or is it Fancy's dream ? 
Methought a bright celeſtial gleam 
Shot ſudden thro” the groves ; 
Behold, behold, in looſe array, 
Euphroſyne, more bright than day, 
More mild than Paphian doves ! 


, Welcome, O! welcome, Pleaſare”s queen! 
And ſee, along the velvet green, 

© The jocund train advance: 

With ſcatter'd flow'rs they fill the air, 


0 
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© Ah! baneful grant of angry Heaven, 

© When to the feeling wreick is given 
* A foul alive wo joy? 

+ Joys fly with ev'ry hour away. 

And leave th' unguarded heart a prey 


« Ten thouſand beauties round me throng : 


* What beauties, ſay, ye nymphs, belong 


« To the diſtemper'd foul ? 


C I fee the lawn of hideous dye; 


The towering elm nods miſery; 
© With groans the waters roll. 


* Ye gilded roofs, Palladian domes, 
© Ye vivid tints of Perſia's looms, 

© Ye were for miſery made. 
"Twas thus the Man of Serrow ſpoke ; 
Along th* anhallow'd ſhade. 


THE MAN OF PLEASURE. 


BY THE SAME. 


VIS. to the Sages be it told, 
k © However great, or wiſe, or old, 
* Fair Pleaſure's my purſuit: 


© For her I breathe the joyful day; 
Fer her thro? Nature's wilds I fray, 
And cull the flow'rs and fruit. 


Sweep, ſweep the lute's etichanting firing, 
© And all thy fweets, lov'd Luxury, _—_ 
«© To enjoy, is to bey: 
The heav*nly mandate fill prevail, 
* And let each unwiſe wretch bewail 
* The dire neglefied day. | 


* Ah, gracelefs wretch ! to diſbbey, 
* And devious quit the flow'ry way, 
© And flight the gods' decree! 
Still. fill, ye gods, the bleſſings ſend ! 

* If cer my guilty hands offend, 
Indeed my heart is free. 


© In Pleaſure's ray fee Nature ſhine ; 

« How dull, alas! at Wiſdom's fhrine ! 
s "Tis folly to be wiſe.” 

Colluſve term! poor vain pretence! 

* Enjoyment, ſure, is real ſenſe, 
In philoſophick eyes. 


© I love the carol of the hound, 
Enraptur d on the living ground, 
In daſhing extaſy: 
© I love the aukward courſer's ſtride, 
© The courſer that has been well try d, 
_ © And with him eager fy. 


© And yes, I love, ye ſnccring wile ! 
© Fair Honour, ſpurning fill at lyes, 

As courting Liberty; 
Aaz 
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Still hand in hand great Nature goes, 
© With joys to honour never foes, 


_ © And all thoſe joys are free. 


* And welcome thrice to Britiſh land, 
From Italy's voluptuous ſtrand, 
© Ye deſtin d men of art; 
_ © Breathe on the thrilling, meaning found, 
Each grace ſhall till be faithful found, 
At your admirer's heart. 


© Avert, ye gods! that curſe of fools, 

The pride of theoretick rules, 
That dupery of fenſe: 

© I ne er refuſe the proffer'd joy, 

© With ev'ry good that can annoy— 


© I catch each rapture as it flies, 

* Each le y loſs a gain ſupplies, 
And boon {till follows boon : 

* The ſmile of beauty gilds my day, 

© Regardleſs of her frowns I ſtray 
© Thus thro” my hours I run! 


© Butlet me not for idle rhyme W 
Neglect, ungratefu!, good old Time: 
Dear watch! thou art obey d. 
"Twas thus the Man of Pleaſure ſpoke; 
His jovial ſtep then careleſs touk, 
. To Celia—or her maid, 


ON 


F 
- 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


ON A SUPPOSED SLIGHT FROM 


A FRIEND. 


BY MISS ROBERTS. + = 


HOU great Direftor of the foul, | 


& Who firlt to being call'd me forth ; | 
Teach me my paſſions to controul, | 
Nor let my nature loſe it's worth. 


| Bred in Adverſity's fad ſchool, 
My deareſt wiſhes ever croſs d; 
Cannot I yet thoſe tumults rule, 


How is my anxious mind diſtreſs d! 
| The paſt with ſecret tears I mourn ; 


To future proſpects if I fly, 
Ah, me ! what hopes can they beſtow ? 
Can flattering Fancy cheat the eye, 
With aught but lengthen'd ſcenes of woe? 
In early bloom, in life's firſt prime, 


To Love and Friendſhip all ichn d; 
With lively hopes I look'd through time, 


Romantick pleaſures fill'd my mind. 
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But now, alas! thoſe phantoms fled, 
By yourh's light hand fo gaily drefs'd ; 

My worn-out mind, to Love grown dead, 
I thought myſelf in Friendſhip bleſs d. 


But difappointments ſtill attend 
The mind to earth-born pleaſures prone: 
Look up, my foul, behold thy Fzxrenn, 


_ © Father ador'd, incline thine car 
To her, whoſe heart aflictions prefs ; 

_ © Whoſe mind, tho” weak, thou know'f fincete : 
© Oh! calm, and make her feelings leſs ! 


Lend me, O gracious God ! thine ad; 

© Vouckſaſe wo reflify my heart: 

Thy geoduefs, on thy work diſplay'd, 
+ Will lead me to the better part: 


THE ACADEMICK SPORTSMAN; 
OR, A WINTER'S' DAY. 
BY GERALD FITZGERALD, ESQ 


k * feather'd game that haunt the hoary plains, 

1 When ice-bound winter hangs in chryſtal chains ; 
The mimick thunder of the deep-mouth'd gun, 

By hghtning uſher d, and by death out-run ; 

The fpaniel ſpringing on the new-fall'n prey; 

The friend attendant, and the ſpirits gay: 

Theſe are the ſcenes which lur'd my ecarlieft days; 

And ſcenes like theſe continue ſtill to pleaſe. 

Oft, when Le ſeen the new-fledg'd morn ariſe, 

And ſpread it's pinions to the polar flies ; 


TY ex- 
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TY expanded air with gelid fragrance fan, 
Brace the ſlack nerves, and animate the man; 
Swift from the college, and from cares, I flew, 
(For ſtudious cares ſolicit ſomething new) 


From tinkling bells, that wake the truant's fears, 
And letter d trophies of three thouſand years: 
Theo' length'ning ſtreets with fanguine hopes I glide, 
The fatal tube depending at my fide. 

No buſy vendor dins with clam'rous call, 

No rattling carriage drives me to the wall; 

In filence frown, like manſions of the dead: 


Save, where the ſooty-ſhrowded wretch cries · Sweep,” 


Or drowzy watchman ſtalks in broken ſleep, 
*Scap'd from the hot-brain'd youth of midnight fame, 
Save, that from youder fiew the batter'd beau, 
With tott'ring ſteps comes reeling to and fro. 
Mark, how the live-long revels of the night 
Stare in his face, and Rlupify his fight! 
Mark the looſe frame, yet impotently bold, 
'Twixt man and beaſt, divided empire hold ! 
Amphibious wretch ! the prey of paſſion's tide, 

The wreck of iat, and the mock of pride. 

Seek the fair fields, and court the bluſhing mors ; 
With fturdy finews, bruſh the frozen ſnow, 
While crimſon colours on our faces glow ; 
Since life is ſhort, prolong it while we can, 

* And vindicate the ways of health to man.” 

To yonder vales that ſpread beneath the hills, 
Where Mikown river winds with murm'ring rills, | 
Onward our courſe diverſify'd we bend, 

And right and left with anxious care attend: 

The poring ſpaniel, ſtudious as he goes, 

denn ev'ry leaf that on the margin grows ; 
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The frighted ſnipe darts upward on the wing; 
With ſhrill-ton'd pipe implores the paſſive "= 
In vain ! for death een perſecutes him there. 
Another ſprings ! but, happier in his flight, 
The ſport begun, and panting Kill for breath, 
With arms recruited for the work of death, 
Pleas'd we behold the gay tranſparent gleam 
With margin rich, and lucid pendants fraught : 
Till lively Ranger chides our long delay, 
The carpet-cover'd earth of ſpangled white, 
The vaulted ſcy, juſt tinged with purple light; 
The gull, ſelf-balanc'd, floats his liquid way : 
| The morning breeze in milder air retires 
To Him who form'd the earth, the air, the Ry, 
Guides me eien now, and guarded when a boy. 
Accept, great God ! the fervour of my pray'r, 
Be mine to praiſe thee, as dis thine to bleſs ! 
While fervid flights my lifted fancy takes, 
The wary woodcock ruſlles thro” the brakes ; 


Each gun diſcharg'd, and conſcious of it's aim, 
Alerts the prize, and holds the dubious claim ; 
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Till chance decides the long · conteſted ſpoil, 
Proclaims the viftor, and rewards his teil. 
His luckleſs fate, immediate to repair, 
The baffled fportiman beats with forward care: 
Each buſh explores, that plats the hedge with pride, 
Brooks at it's feet, and brambles at it's fide — 
Another bird, juſt fluſhing at the found, | 
Scarce tops the fence, then tumbles to the ground. 

Ahl what avails him now the varnaſh'd dye, 4 
The tortoiſe-colour'd back, the brilliant eye ; 5 1 
From northern climes, and dar'd the boiſtrous ſea : 
To milder ſhores in vain theſe pinions ſped, 
| Thus the poor peaſant, firaggling with diſtreſs, 
In Weſtern regions ſeeks a milder ſtate, 

Braves the broad ocean, and reſigns to fate; 
Scarce well arriv'd, and lab'ring to procure 

Life's free ſubſiſtence, and retreats ſecure, 

Sudden, he ſees the roving Indian nigh, 
Fate in his hand, and ruin in his eye ! | 
Scar'd at the fight, he runs, he bounds, he flies;  . 
Till, arrow-pierc'd, he falls—he faints—he dies, 
Unhappy man! who no extreme could ſhun, 

By tyrants baniſh'd, and by chance undone ; 

Jn vain fair virtue fann'd the free-born flame, 

Now fall'n alike to fortune, and to fame. 

But why, my Muſe, when livelier themes 1 fought, 
Why change the rural ſcenes to ſaber thought ? - 5 
Why rouze the patriot ardour in my breaſt? 
Uſeleſs it's glow, when Freedom droogs deprefs'd. | 
Not mine to combat Lux'ry's lordly ide: 
My humble lot forbids th aſpiring pride; 

Forbids to ftop Depopulation's hand, 
That cruſhes induſtry, and frights the land; 
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That robs the poor of half their little fore, 
And infurreftion ſpreads from ſhore to ſhore. 
Theſe to prevent, be fill the flateſman's end, | 
And this the tall of for" reigns to attend: 
Be mine the care, to range this ample field, 
Try what it's Tprings, and what it's thickets yield; 
Purſue the game that to the Ries aſpire, 
And purge the zther with fucceſſve fire ; 
Spring o'er the fence that bars my aQive mind, 
And rouze my friend that ling'ring ſays behind ; 
Guard the fieep bank, to catch with eager pains, 
The forward bound, that ſcaree the margin gains; 
Or loudly laugh, when, diligently nice, 5 
He backward flides, and bumps the crackling ice. 
| On, friendiip ! name for ever lov'd, ador d; 
Theo rickes pike, which Heaven for man has ber! 
To me more dear, congenial to my breaſt, SEES 
Than all the hoards and honours of the Eaft. 
Whene'er thr bien more dess, paths I bead, 

Be there to guide, and aid me to my end; | 
Or when the ſports of rural ſcenes I try, | 5 | 
With converſe fweet each interval ſupply ; | 
In all extremes of buſineſs or of eaſe, © 

Be there to comfort, and be here to pleaſe ; 
Unlock the fluices of my flowing heart, 
Aud to it's courfe thy genial warmth impart ; 
Augment it's ffream, refine it as it flows, 
Till fair creation it's clear current ſhews !— - 
May no rude paiſions tofs it into bm, 
Bug chear'd by brightuing ſcience may it run, 
No cares to ruffle, and no rocks to ſhun; = 
Or glide ſequeſier'd the Sylvanus* ades, 

The flocks of Pan, and Flora 's flow'ry meads ; 
While the pleas'd Muſes, with auſpicious ſmile, 
\ Breathe patral mufick, and the time beguile. 
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And thou, dear ſpaniel! friend in other form! 


”S 


And thou, dear pointer l never demous fray, 
Wich lengthen'd fide, and ſapient noſe, inhale 
The floating vapour of the ſcented gal- 

Ott have | ſeen thee, when the balanc'd year, _ 

By Libra weigh'd, rewarded Ceres care, _ 
— fields, with aftive vigour bound, 
Snuff the freſh air, and traverſe all the ground: 
With keeneſt attitude, the tim vous prey; 

The partridge near, and certify the game. 

Where' er I range, whatever ſports purſue, 

Be ftill attendant, and be fall in view. 

Of fleecy clouds, the fubje& world ſurvey d; 

| Onward we move, to gain the mountain's fide *, 

| That Eaſt and Welt attends in folemn pride; 

Brow-beats the city, and o'erlooks the vale : 

Adown it's face the trickling rv lets ran, 

— _—_— — 

And many a ſhot repays the pleaſing toil ; 

— — — 

We mark the courſe referv'd for future fame. 

Thro* Chili rov'd to Charcas* barren plains, 


That part of the Wicklew Mountains which lies about three miles to the 
South of Dublin. 
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Approach'd Potoſfi's arduous height, that boaſts 
The richeſt treaſures of the Southern coaſts ; 
The latent veins they labour to explore, 
| Of pregnant mines that wen with ſparkling ore ; 
And fluſh'd with pleaſure, plan their future ſway. 

The day advanc'd, and waning to the weſt, 

Demands a thought for reſpite and for reſt; 

Back to the city calls a fadden eye, 

— Where vary'd beanties all in proſpect lie : 

The pointed ſteeples menacing the ſkies, 
The fplendid domes that emulouſly riſe ; 
That ſcarcely ſwell to breathe refreſhing air; 

The hedge-row'd hills, and intermingled vales, 

The diſtant villas, fann'd by floating gales; 

By commerce cover d, awes the ſolemn ſcene. 

Theſe to behold may pleaſe the vacant mind ; 

More pleaſing far the cottage of the hind, 
| By hay-yard back'd, and fide-long cow-houſe edg'd : 

Oft have I there my thirſt and toil allay'd, 

Approach d as now, and dar*'d the dog that bay'd. 

The ſmiling matron joys to ſee her gueſts, 

Sweeps the broad hearth, and hears our free requeſts ; 

The homely board prepares, the napkin dry ; 

The new-made butter, and the raſher rare, 

The new-laid egg, that's drefs'd with niceſt care: 

'The milky ſtore, for cream collected firſt, 

Crowns the clean noggin, and allays our thirſt; 

Chew the neat cophoced, and the cleanly churn ; x 


2 The lamblin dear that fiks about the houſe— 
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Who, unperceiv'd, a filent look would. fteal ; 
Call'd, the attends, aſſiſta with aztlefs grace, 
The bloom of nature fluſhing on her face, 
And all the arts which luxury attend. 

Lo! forward comes the father of his flock, 

| When many a cow, nor long the time remor d, 

And many a calf his ſpacious paſture rov'd, 

Till ring rents reduc'd them now to three, 

Abridg'd his farm, and fix'd him as we ſee: | 

Vet thanks his God, what fails him in his wealth, "My 

He ſeeks from labour, and he gains from health. 

Then talks of ſport ; how many wild-ducks feen ! 

What flocks of widgeon, too, had fledg'd the green 

Range the wide field, and lift the level gun. 

The haſty ev'ning calls us from the cotz 

A ſmall gratuity dilates their heart, | : 

And many a blefing follows as we part. 4 

Nor you, ye proud! diſdain their flate to hear, | 

The ftate of nature crowns their frugal cheer ; 

Tranſmitted pure from patriarchal times, 

By art unfaſhion'd to corruption's climes— 

To you unknown their labours and their race, 

Alike unknown their innocence and peace : 

Secure from danger, as remov'd from fame, 

Their lives calm current flows without a name. 
With limbs refreſh'd, with lively tales and gay, 

We homeward haſte, and guile the tedious way; 

Each object view in wint'ry dreſs around, | 
And eye the dogs that wanton o'er the ground; 
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The penſive red-breaſt on the leafleſs bough, 
And juſt beneath, the fragrance-breathing cow ; 


The ruddy milk-maid hears a tender tale 

From the lov'd ſwain, who ſwells th' alternate figh, 
Leans on his ſtaff, and lures her fide-long eye, 
With artlefs guiſe, his paſſion to impart, 
With looks that ſpeak the language of his heart— 
Her's was the fweetnefs of the milk the preſs'd, 
And his the fervour of the ſweets carefs'd : 

A Daphne ſhe, with rural grace attir'd, 

A Damon he, with faithful love inſpir d. 
Pure as the eve, and conſtant as the morn ; 

No pride-born cares, to fruſtrate or controul 
Your mutual vows reſponſive to the foul, 

And blends your lives, a bleſſing to the land! 
Fix'd on the love of Providence on high, 
In bounteous bleflings vary'd to their ends; 

From the rich Urkain to Siberia's ſnow, 

Adapted ſweets in ev'ry climate grow ; | 
The rude Tonguſian, quiver'd for the chace, 
Feels joys unknown to Perſia's ſplendid race; 
Thro' wilds immenſe purſues the favage brood, 
At once his pride, his raiment, and his food ; 

No diff rence proves, but what from fancy ſprings, 
*Twixt tented Tartars, and empalac'd kings. 
And active ſports ſolicit new applauſe, 
Fer yonder como—yet diſtant to the eye, 
The vagrant plover wafted thro? the icy ; 
Swift to the hedge, on diff rent fides we run, 


That fcirt the copſe, and hide the deadly gun; 
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Onward they move, regardleſs of their ſtate, 
A ſingle guide condutts them to their fate z 
The ſudden thunder burſts upon their head, 
The ſoremoſt fall, and all the reſt are fled. 
Thus. where it's foreſts Niagara ſpreads, 
And wild Oſwego all it's horror ſheds, 
The ſons of Britain march d in vent'rous pride, 
No foe to front them, and no caution guide, 
Till ev'ry tree with hidden rage conſpires, 
And ev ry ſhrub emits deſtructive fires, 


What could they du; or where the vengeance fly ? 24 


They wheel—they drop—and all or run or die: 
Alike regardleſs, when it's fury's ſtirr d, 
Of man or beaſl—a Braddock, or a bird. 
But while I thus it's dire eſtects attend, 
"Tis man alone muſt anfwer for the end. 
Ihe gun, like riches, claims uo genuine uſe, 
But juſt as ruPd, will good or bad produce 3 
Whether it rolls the raging tide of war, 
Or only frights the tenants of the air ; 
For empire levell'd, or for health careſs d, 
The motive, not the mean, is curs'd or bleſs'd. 
Now had the twilight, veil'd in gloomy grey, 
Mourn'd the departure of retiring day; 
A darker hue the face of nature wears, 
Back to our mind, in ſwift ſucceſſion throng, 
(To cheat the time and ſteal the road along) 
The various ſports of all the ſummer paſt, 
Imagination fondly ſports to tell, 
How many grouſe ! how many partridge fell ! 


0 
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And quick tranſports me, gladden's as I go, 
Where the proud Gaulties - lift their awful brow. 
Oft did I there with lively ſpirits run, 
Mount on their back to meet the riſing fun ; 
When toiling, panting, labour-ſpent, and flow, 
I flopp'd to breathe—and view's the plains below : 
And thee, dear village 4! lovelieft of the clime, 
(Fain would I name thee, but I can't in rhyme) 
Where firſt my years in youthful pleaſures paſs'd, 


| But ſudden rouz'd, I fee the pointers wind, 
My brother ſportſmen preſſing cloſe behind; 

The grumbling heath-cock feels an inflant wound, 
| Adown he falls, and whirs again# the ground— 
Again, methinks I ſee the ſervice ſpread, 
The cold proviſions on the cakes of bread t. 
My couch the heath, my canopy the fry > | 

Aneas-like, I eagerly devour 


$0 at the cloſe of toillome, hardy lie, 
The vet'ran foldier brags of glorious ſtrife; 


What dangers paſt, what cities he had ſeen, 
What battles fought, when thouſands firew'd the green; 


/* A range of mountains in the county of Ti 2 
1 „ 


BEAUTIES OF POETEY. 


Till fancy-warm'd he wens to fight them o'er, 
And tir'd at laſt, he braves and boaſts no more. 


| Bleſ'd with the view of Stephen's Green ar laſt, 


Amuſive fancy paints it's pleaſures paſt ; 
And whiſp'ving lovers foftly-fghing tale; — 
And dame delighted pretty Miſs to hew; 
To catch the breeze, or captivate the fair— 
But now no more Florillus glads the green, 
Supplies the radiance of the diſtant day, 

And all the buſy tumules of the fireet: 

With headlong pace the vagrant hawker ſcours, 

And bloody news from lungs horrifick pours ; 

She, once the darling of her mother's arms, 
Her father's pride, and blaß d ———— evra, 
„ = 1% ogg 

Til the dy tempier ney' — 
There periſh'd grace, her guardian honour fled, 
And ſad remembrance mourns each blefiing—dead | 
She wanders now to ev'ry vice a prey— 
A prey to yonder terror of the night, 
G ye gods! fack monſters from my fight} | 
| 2 
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The bully dire: whoſe front the furies ſwell, 
And ſcars diſhoneſt mark the fon of hell— 
In vain ! the ſhrinks to ſhun his lucklefs pace, 
Aw'd by the terrors of his vengeful face; 
To ſcenes Tate, fre ! the wretches hie, 


| Where drench'd im vice, they rave—they rower die. 


Heav'n! how unlike the pure, the tranquil feene, 
Where tural mirth, and rural manners reign; 
And freſh"ning gales diffuſe the glow of health ; 
Where undifturd'd, unenvy'd, unconfin'd, | 
Calm Reaſon rules each moment of the mind ; 
And proves the world a bubble or a cheat. 

Thro? clam vous ſtreets at length by caution led, 
Lo! Alma Mater rears her rev'rend head; 
_ Unfolds the portals of her awful courts, 
Plezs'd, we behold the bright'ning fuel blaze, 
And hot repaſt that gives content and eaſe ; 
While keeneft appetites a zeſt beſtow, 
Which liflefs Luxury can never know. 
We next the jug of cordial punch prepare; 
Netten juice ! to chear the focial hour, 
And all the conqueſts of the day renew ; 
Boaſt of our fall, and palliate where it fails; 
But range them round for Friendſhips facred ſhrine; 
The rural blif redoubles in dur breaft, 

In pleaſing others when ourſelves are bleſs d. 
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| Nor you, my friends! Ae what we adore + | 
We give with pleaſure, and would give you more : 
Our oP ring take ; and, as we with, furvey, 
The grateful produce of a Winter's Day. 1 4 


TO A FRIEND IN AFFLICTION. 


BY MRS. COLLIER. 


A* me! what pangs a tender heart muſt feel! 

1 Such is the wayward fate of all below, 

We joy aud ſorrow oft in others weal, N 
And beſt affeQtions prove a ſource of woe. 


Ana fancy'd happineſs her reign mult prove ; 
The ills of life I thought the would controul, | 


Alas! "twas mortal, what I'd fancy'd more; 
And ills will mix in ſcenes beneath the y: 

Friendſhip ſoon prov'd th ideal bliſs was Oer; 
That pains were doubled by the tender tye. | 


| Nay, more—how oft Ve left the mirthful ſcene, 
| The ſcene where joy and laughter ſeems to reign : 
And fiole with Friendihip wo the calm ferene, — 
The converſe of the heart—how great the gain! 
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And tells the artleſe fipry of her woe; 
And trar for tear from ſympathy will flow! 


Might but the keart-felt tendernefs I bear, 

Spathe the keen anguiſh of her aching breaſt ; 
With joy 1 would indulge th' endearing care, 
And live to huſh her forrows into reft. 


My dear Maria? can thy heart enjoy — 

A ſenſe of aught that friendſhip can beftow ? 
Or does thy wretchednefs all ſenſe deſtroy, 
| But that which only ferves to fwell thy woe ? 


* 


Yet ſuch my love to thee, the tye ſo firong, 
I 6 wenkd fins man | 


Sometimes I've Sen a trankient gleam of joy, 
Transfus'd through all thy features to a ſmile : 
AIR —— p nd ade 


With liberal hand thy mind by Hear's is fd, 
Each dear affeftion in thy heart hath place; 
For gifts like theſe, be gracious Hear'n ador'd, 
And glowing gratitude expreſs the grace! 
Theſe, too, will hid thy tortur'd boenſt be Gill, 
And calm thy troubled paſſions into reſt; 
Will lead to acquieſce in th? Almighty's will, 
Aud ſes that all his ways are right, and beſt. 


SIMEIN. 
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BY DR. KENRICK. 


28 when elves were ſeen, 
By meen-light dancing on the green, 
Leading in myſtick ſteps their train, 
Oer marſhy mead or flow'ry plain; 
_ A maiden with her milking pail, 
Tripp'd morn and eve acrofs the vale ; 
Patty, the ſweeteſt temper'd laſs 
That e er beat dew-drop from the graſs« 
But Nature, half unkind, had ſhed 
Im. natur' d influence on her bead; 
For, oh! the cauſe of many a care*? 
Deep-tinted red the virgin's hair. 
For ſiſter nymphs the liv's a jeſt, 
And ne'er was ki d among the reſt. 
Now fo it chanc d, that by the mead, 
Where Patty's cows were us'd to feed, 
There ſtood a mount, on verdant ground, 
With daifies ftrew'd, and violets crown'd ; 
Round which had many a tim'rous fwain 
Seen fairies ſporting on the plain : 
For under, as the flory's told, 
They dwelt in palaces of gold; 
Safe in the boſom of the hill, | 


8 * 


But pinch ſevere the careleſs maid, 


SEAUTPTIES: OF POETRY. 


Inviſible to mortal eyes. | 
— op 9ucs prey nun Ry 
Devoid of all that negligence, 

That gives the fairies juſt offence ; 
Who trace the houſe with critick eye, 
Nor paſs an unwaſk'd trencher by; 


unſwept, or ſpoon miſlaid. 

view in pity Patty's hair, 
Now, as at duſky eve the maid 1 

Sat milking Mully in the ſhade, 

Simkin, a fprite of neither ſex, 

That us'd old peeviſh maids to vex, 

In flowing azure looſely drefs'd, 

A thin tranſparent gauze it's veſt; 


Like that which now to us convey d, 


The modern females term a ſhade ; 
Aſtride a vapour dancing came; 

A Will o' th* Wiſp it's mortal name : 
The fame which boys ſo often ken, 


| From diſtant lake or foggy ſen ; 


A cloud of light that leads aſtray 
The well-defigning Simikin led; 

Till twelve o'clock, a folemn found, 
Rung, from a neighb/ring village, round. 
The maiden daifies of the mead, 


How bleſt the plain ! thrice fertile. ſoil, 
On which the fairies deign to fmile ! 


No barren ſpot can here be nd. 
No weed nor thiſtle curſe the ground: 


Nor omen from the raven's throat ; 


And the glad cuckoo hails the fpring. 


The woodbine wild, and wild the roſe ; 


To fuck a ſpot, enchanted mead!? 
The ſprightly elve doth Patty lead : 
Now from his bounding fteed alights, 
And mixes mong his fellow ſprites ; 
His bounding fieed no more his care, 
Now gentle Patty, in farprize, 
Around her turns her wand ring eyes. 
Here ſome ſhe ſaw, with mighty care, 
New-moulding fancies for the fair ; 
Here roſe a head, and there was feen 
Improvements on a capuchin ; 
Is the refult of fairy arts.} 
Here ftood a crowd in warm diſpute, 
About to form a birth-day fuit ; 
And there, in conſultation, fat 
2 . 


They met, and in debate were high, 
Or is ?—or is it not—a fy? 
And lol to this important end, 
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The ſprites, to all invention new, 
Their dender fingers dip in dew, 
And fill with deeds unknown before, 
Hence are the lov'd of fairies tanght, 


And esd with ev'ry brilliant thought ; 


Who here peruſe at early dawn, 
TY impreſſions on the dewy haun, 
Ere yet an inauſpicious wind, 
Leaves not a fingle tome behind, 
On one bright beam a thouſand tales! 
From hence each intelleftual vapour, 
They ſcraw! on mortal ink and paper. 
For muſhrooms at the morn repair, 
Ere yet th' expanding warmth cf day 
Dries their contracted ſweets away. 

_ A number more, at different toil, 
Patty with terror view'd a while : 
With fprightly Simkin at their head; 
© Fear not, ſweeteſt maid, but fee 
© What the gift we bring to thee. 

* This the queen of fairies ſent, 

* In a phial nicely pent; 

* Drops, by moon-ey'd elves diftil”d 
< From the wild-bads of the field ; 
_ © Mixn'd with liquids nicely caught, 
© Which in acorn cups are brought ; 
id before the peep of morn, 


© Or the furze-buſh in the dell, 
Or the yellow cowllip bell, 
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© (Suck'd from thence with flender pipe) 

« Or the hip, at Chrilkmas npes = 

< Join'd with theſe, a chymick rare, 

© Earth extraft from pureſt air. 

< Nymph, with this bedew thine head, 

No more ſhall glow thy locks with red; 

© Of lovely brown ſhall be thy hair, 

© And thou the brighteſt of the fair.” 
This faid, the ken of rifing day 
Summon d each ſprite in haſte away. 

Now Patty to the phial flies, 
She ſighs, neglefted, now no more, 
The fwains admire that jeer d before ; 
The nymphs from former pity turn, 


PHILANTHROPY. 
1NSCRIBED TO THE DUKE OF NORTHUMBERLAND». 
BY c. MARTYN, ESQ. 

AIL, firſt-born principle of grace divine, 

Eternal Mercy ! at thy facred ſhrine 

Let titles, dignities, and honours bow, 
Wealth ſtoop her creſt. and Pride herſelf fall low. 
From god-like Mercy frſt deriv'd it's fource ; 
Offipring of Heav'n, of two-fold force poſleſe'd, 
Who bleſſing others, in thyſelf art bleſs'd. 
Hail, mild Philanthropy, from Mercy ſprung, 
Begot by fiat of th* Almighty tongue, 


When Diſcord firſt his jarring reign began, 
To heal the firifes, and eaſe the cares of man! 


The monarch, feated in the chair of flate, 
12 and whoſe frown is fate; 
2 D Whoſe 
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Whoſe word, obfequious, diſtant realms obey, 
At Mercy's throne ſball bend the ſuppliant knee, 
And, God of Mercy ! feel for aid from thee. 

At that fad hour, when. wealth and grandeur fail, 

n 
Dreading to be, ane: | 
Lo! Charity, with lenient hand appears, 
And comfort miniſters with mingling tears ; 
Bleſs'd hope of future bliſsful ſcenes ſhe brings, 
And robs the tyrant, Death, of half his ſlings. 

When ſuch misfortunes. as en wealth attend, 
A fon unduteous, or unfaithful friend, 

Unjuſt ſuſpicion, or ill-founded blame, 

A wounded character, or blaſted fame, 

Envy's foul tongue, or Malice” ranc'rous dart, 
Dias the mind, and rack the lab'ring heart; 
With feet compaſſion checks the riſing ſigh, 
Perſuaſive bids us common ills endure, 

And charms the malady the cannot cure. 

Thrice happy thou, to whom indulgent Heav'n 
The means of bleſſing, and the will has giv'n ; 
A heart attentive to the plaints of woe, 

A hand reſponſive ready to beſtow ; 
A foul which emulates the Pow'r above, 
Replete with mercy, charity, and love. 

Behold yon pile in decent order riſe, 

Whoſe annual coſt thy lib'ral hand ſupplies, 
To ſickneſs dedicate, and ſudden ill, 
Where care, contentment, medicine, and fill, 
With force united combat fierce diſeaſe, 
Expel the poiſon, and reſtore to eaſe : 
Wretches reliev'd, in trains of heart-felt praiſe, 

To God, and thee, cheir grateful voices raiſe ; 
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And blping infoncs five w- dicks thy nai. | 
When nipping Winter bends it's hoary brows, 
And feeble Age beneath it's rigour bows ; 
And Want, with double force, the wretch affails : 


Warm'd by thy hand, and by thy bounty fed, 
And raiſe to heaw'n his ſupplicating pray'r, 
To crown thy days with choiceft bleffings here; 
From care and pain thine eve of life to guard, 
And grant eternal blifs, thy due reward. 

O, for that Muſe which Rossz's hero ſang ! 
That lyre with harmony celeftial frang! 
Sounds that might vibrate on the ravith'd ear 
Strains fit for Virtue's choiceſt fons to hear ! 

And, as the ſubject, language all divine! 

Then would th. enraptar'd Muſe, with willing feet, 

Attend thee daily to the dark retreat, 

Where worth obſcure, in pining anguiſh lies, 

And hides it's miſery from vulgar eyes ; 

Where conicious Virtue, dignify'd in grief, 

Unus'd to work, aſham d to ſeek relief, 

Bereft alike of fortune and of friends, 

Humbly ſubaiits the rod of wrath to bear, 

Nor on himſelf beſtows a fingle tear. 

Lo, where his wife, dear partner of his care! 

Whoſe eye was ſanſhine on the lovelieſt face, , 

Whoſe form was fymmetry, whoſe motion grace ; 

Oferwhelm'd with grief, in ſilent forrow ftands, 

Till at their plaints her yearning heart o'crflow, 

And burſt upon them in a flood of woe ! TH 
2 2 Ne 
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For theſe he mourns ; for theſe his racking heart, 
Tho” nurv'd in troubles, and inur'd to fmart, 
Melting to ſoftneſs, joins the weeping train, 
And ſeeks Religion's aid to eaſe his pain; 
Her heav'n-taught precepts calmly he purſues, 
Faithful in hope, to Providence he ne, 
Humbly refolv'd with patience to endure, * 
And truſts, that He who gave the wound will cure: 
Nor truſts in vain ; for fee, at Heav'n's command, 
As Him of yore, with healing in his hand, | 
An angel-miniſter of peace appears, 
With downy pinions wipes the falling tears, 
Puts fell Deſpair to flight, diſpels the gloom, 
And Health and Competence their reign reſume! 
 _ Nor yet confin'd to private afts alone, 

T mild Philanthropy's blefs'd influence known; 
And ev 'ry human if demands her care. 

When civil broils diftraft the commonweal, 
"Tis her's to fofien, and *tis her's to heal ; 

To teach the fierce republican controu! ; 

And bid the frantick demagogues contend, 
Who moſt ſhall be, not ſeem, his country's friend. 
But ſhould Rebellion dare, with lawleſs aim, 

In arms to vindicate fome groundleſs claim; 

And madly ſpurn at loyalty and law; 

Then ſhall Philanthropy, with ſteady view, 
Unchang'd, unmov'd, her gen'rous plans purfue ; 
With neceffary force her arm extend, 

Nor ſpares ſhe then her deareſt fon to yield 
To all the dangers of th? embattled field ; 
But bids him, zealous in the righteous cauſe 
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Go forth his country's champion, lead her bands 
Ofer ſeas Atlantick, to thoſe hoſtile lands 


And holds Allegiance bound in galling chains; 
Where Loyalty and Virtue, doom'd to fly, 
PUnhallow'd Tumult lifts his banner high; 

The heats of party-fury to aſſuage. 

To fiem the torrent of miſguided rage; 

To bid miſtaken zealots rancour ceaſe, 
And call them back to reaſon and to peace; 
Inſpir d by thee, the noble youth effays, . 
And points the facred branch a thouſand ways: 
But deaf to Wiſdom's, as to Virtus s call, 

And fill refolv'd to urge their deſp rate fall, 
When led by Fally to Deſtruftion's brink, 

From proffer'd terms the wzetched victims ſhrink, 
And turn from mercy with contemptuous ſlight ; 
Tempers ſtrict juſtice with humanity, 
Eſteems THE FRIEND OF Mar his better praiſe. 
Al hail, Philauthropy ! whoſe lib'ral mind, 
Fir d to no climate, to no ſtate conſfin'd, 

The humble peaſant, who with guiltleſs breaſt, 
Fluſh'd by no hopes, and by no fears poſſeſa d, 
Unnatic'd ſtrays the road of life along, 
And chears his labours with an artleſe ſong ; 
Touch d by Philanthropy, with pleafure eyes 
The neighb'ring crops in promis d plenty riſe; 
Or helps the harveſt home of ſutune gold, 
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Proportion, farm, and benty cam command, 
The maſs unſhap'd, to order can reduce, 
And call it forth to elegance and ufe, 
The wond”rous progrefs of his mimick arts; 
Free to commend, and only flow to blame, 
33 
And ſcarcely claims his due, the maſter's praife. 
The man of ſcience lives not for himſelf, 
Nor hoards his treaſures up like ſordid pelf ; 
Pleas'd to communicate, ſtill more to find 
His labour prove a bleffing to mankind; 
Ambitious only of that noble praiſe, 
Which houefſt fame in grateful tribute pays; 
Pounds en Philanthropy his - en'ral plan, 
And makes his fole purſuit, TH coop or max. 
Where Windſor's turrets, W © Ge Glas, 
In proud pre-<minence majeſtick rife ; 
Where George and Charlotte, born to reign and bleſs, 
From toils of ſtate enjoy their lov'd receſs ; | 
Philanthropy, their welcome gueſt, attends, 
From publick cares the royal breaſt unbends, 
And leaves the monarch happy to diſpenſe 
The milder virtues of beneficence. 
The turf-crown'd cottage, undiſturb'd retreat, 
Upon whoſe roof no ſtorms of fortune beat, 
Within whofe walls no guſts of paſſion blow, 
Too mean for envy, and for hate too low, 
From Pride, Ambition, baſe intruders ! free, 
With humble grace receives Philanthropy. 
Upon the barren mountain's hoary top, 
In the low vale where oozing waters drop; 
Upon the wild beach ef the briny flood; 
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In buſy cities,. and ſequeſia d della. 
In princes palaces, and hermits cells _ 
Whee paper's Wikd.on matiars.. 

Where meagre Want on hamble pallet pines, | _ © 
Philanthropy reſides : and low, and high, 

Noble, and mean, riches, and genury, 

With equal eye regazds ; nor more the loves, 

Or Shenſtone's bow rs, or Lyttelton's alcoves ; 

But dwells with Virtue, in whate'er degree, 


THE HERMIT. 


BY DR. PARNELL. 


AR in a wild, unknown to publick view, 
I From youth to age a reverend Hermit grew; 
The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
His food the fruits, his drink the chryſtal well : 
Remote from men, with God he pafs'd the days, 
| Pray'r all his buſineſs, all his pleaſure praiſe. 

A life fo facred, ſuch ſerene repoſe, 
Seem'd heaven itſelf, till one ſuggeſtion roſe ; 
That vice ſhould triumph, virtue vice obey ; 
This ſprung ſome doubt of Providence's ſway. 
His hopes no more a certain proſpect boaſt, 
And all the tenour of his foul is loſt. | 
80, when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſfs'd 
Calm nature's image on it's wat'ry breaſt, | 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, * 
And fkies beneath with anſwering colours glow : 
But if a ftone the gentle fea divide, 
And glimmering fragments of a broken fan, 
Banks, tees, and ſkies, in thick diſorder run. 
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The cunning artiſt, whoſe mechanick hand 
Proportion, form, and beauty can command, 
The maſs unſhap'd, to order can reduce, 

And call it forth to elegance and uſe, 

Her influence feels—with honeſt pride impart; 
The wond”rous progreſs of his mimick arts; 
Free to commend, and only flow to blame, 
He joys to lead the docile youth to fame ; 


And ſcarcely claims his due, the maſter's praiſe. 
The man of ſcience lives not for himſelf, 


| Nor hoards his treaſures up like fordid pelf ; 


_ Pleas'd to communicate, ftill more to find 
His labour prove a bleſſing to mankind ; 
Ambitious only of that noble praiſe, 
Which houeſt fame in grateful tribute pays; 
Founds en Philanthropy his en'ral plan, 

And makes his fole purſuit, Tue. coop oF war. 
In proud pre--minence majeſtick riſe ; ; 
From toils of ſtate enjoy their lov'd receſs ; 
Philanthropy, their welcome gueſt, attends, 
From publick cares the royal breaſt unbends, 

And leaves the monarch happy to diſpenſe 

The milder virtues of beneficence. 

The turf-crown'd cottage, ondiiaed's rewent, 
Upon whoſe roof no ſtorms of fortune beat, 
Within whoſe walls no guſts of paſſion blow, 
From Pride, Ambition, baſe intruders ! free, 
With humble grace receives Philanthropy. 
Upon the barren mountain's hoary top, 
In the low vale where oozing waters drop; 
Along the ſtream that trickles thro” the wood, 
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In buſy cities, and ſequeſter'd della, 

In princes palaces, and hermits cells ; 

Where pamper'd Wealth on bed of down reclines, 
Where meagre Want on hamble pallet pines, 
Philanthropy refides : and low, and high, 
Noble, and mean, riches, and penury, 
With equal eye regazds ; nor more ſhe loves, 
Or Sbenſtone s bow'rs, or Lyttelton's alcoves ; 
Dat dwells with Virtue, in whate'er degree, 


THE HERMIT. 
BY DR. PARNELL. 


DAR in a wild, unknown to publick view, 

From youth to age a reverend Hermit grew; 

The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 

_ His food the fruit, his drink the chryſtal well: 
Remote from men, with God he paſs'd the days, 

Pray'r all his buſineſs, all his pleaſure praiſe. 

A life fo facred, ſuch ſerene repoſe, 

Seem' d heaven itſelf, till one ſuggeſtion roſe ; 

That vice ſhould triumph, virtue vice obey ; 

This ſprung ſome doubt of Providence's ſway. 

His hopes no more a certain profpe& boaſt, 

And all the tenour of his foul is loſt. 

So, when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſs'd 

Calm nature's image on it's wat'ry breaſt, 

Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, * 
But if a ſtone the gentle fea divide, 

Swift ruſſing circles curl on ev'ry fide, 

And glimmering fragments of a broken ſun, 
Banks, wees, and ſkies, in thick diforder run- 
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To clear this doobt, to know the world by fight, 
To find if books, or frains, report it right, 
(For yet by foains alone the world he knew, 
Whoſe feet came wand'ring o'er the nightly dew) 
He quits his cell; the Pilgrim-ftaf he bore, 

And fix'd the feallop in his hat before; 
Then with the fun a riſing journey went, 
Sedate to think, and watching each event. 
The morn was waſted in the pathlefs graſs, 
And long and loneſome was the wild to paſs ; 
But when the fouthern ſun had warm'd the day, 
A youth came polling o'er a crofling way ! 
And foft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair. 
Then near approaching, Father, hail !” he cry'd. 
* And hail, my fon ”” the rev"rend fire reply'd. 
Words follow d words, from queſtion anſwer flow'd, 
And talk of various kind deceiv'd the road ; 
Till each, with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 
— While in their age they differ, join in heart. 
Thus flands an aged elm in ivy bound, 
Thus youthful ivy claſps an elm around. 

Now funk the fan; the clofing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with fober grey; 
Nature in ſilence bid the world repoſe ; 
When near the road a ſtately palace roſe : 


There, by the moon, through ranks of trees they paſs, 


Whole verdure crown'd their ſlaping fides of graſs. 
It chanc'd, the noble maſter of the dome | 
Still made his houſe the wand ring ftranger's home. 
Ver flill the kindneſs from a thirſt of praiſe, 
Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive eaſe. 

The pair arrive ; the livery'd fervants wait ; 

Their lord receives them at the pompous gate: 
The table groans with coſtly piles of food, 

And all is more than hoſpitably good. 
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| Then, led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in fleep, and filk, and heaps of down. 

At length tis morn; and, at the dawn of day, 
Along the wile canals the zephyrs play: 
Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And ſhake the neighbouring wood to baniſh fleep. 

Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call; 
An early banquet deck d the ſplendid hall; 
Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind maſter ſore d the gueſts to taſte. 
Then, pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they go; 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe: 
His cup was vaniſh'd ; for, in ſecret guiſe, | 
The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt ring prize. 
As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, | 


Gliflening and baſking in the ſummer ray, 


Diſonder d flops to han the danger acar, 
Then walks with faintnefs on, and looks with fear; 
So ſeem'd the fire, when far upon the road, 
The ſhining ſpoil his wiley partner ſhow'd. 
He flopp'd with filence, walk d with trembling heart, 
And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk to part: 
Murmoring he lifes his eyes, and thinks it hard, 
That generous actions meet a baſe reward. 
While thus they paſs, the fun his glory ſhrouds, 
The changing ſkies hang out their fable clouds; 
A found in air prefag'd approaching rain, 
And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain. 
Warn d by the figns, „ 
To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb ring ſeat. 
"Twas built with turrets, on a rifing ground, 
And firong, and large, and unimpeov'd zound ; 
It's owner's temper, tim'rous and fevere, 
Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſart there. 
As near the miſer's heavy doors they drew, 
— ; ad 
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And o'er their heads loud rolling thunders ran. 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 
Driven by the wind, and batter'd by the rain. 

At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt, 
('Twas then his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt ;} 


Slow creeking turns the door with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the ſhiv'ring pair; 


One frugal faggot lights the naked walk, | 

And nature's fervour through their limbs recals : 

Bread of the coarſeſt fort, with eager wine, 

(Each hardly granted) ferv'd them both to dine; 

And when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, 

A ready warning bid them part in peace. 
With ſtill remark the pondering Hermit view'd, 

| In one fo rich, a life fo poor and rude; 

* And why ſhould fuck,” within himielf he cry'd, 

© Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want befide?” 


In every ſettling feature of his face; 

When from his yeſt the young companion bore 
That op the gaytees kaneiies cus Tethen, 
The ftinted kindneſs of this churlih foul. 

But now the clouds in airy tumult y; 

The ſun emerging opes an azure ſky; 

A ſreſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
nern 
And the glad maſter bolts the wary gate. 


While hence they walk, the pilgrim's boſom wrought 


With all the travail of uncertain thought; 

His partner's acts without their cauſe appear, 
?Twas there a vice, and feem'd a maducfs here: 
Dereſting that, and pitying this, he goes, 
6— 0'0s SHO oem 
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Now night's dim ſhades again involve the fy, 
Again the wanderers want a place to lie, 
Again they ſearch, and fiad a lodging nigh. 
The foil improv'd around, the manſion neat, 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great: 
It ſeem's to ſpeak: it's maſter's turn of mind. 
Content, and not to praiſe, but virtue kind. 
Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet: 
Their greeting fair, beſiow'd with modeſt guiſe, 
* Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 
* To Him who gives us all, I yield a part; 
* From Him you come, for Him accept it here, 
* A frank and fober, more than collily cheer.” 
He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, 
| Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed; 
Z - When the grave houſhold round his hall repair, 
Nad by a bell, and cloſe the hours with prayer. 
At length the world, renew'd by calm repoſe, 
Was flirong for toil, the dappled morn aroſe; 
Before the Pilgrims part, the younger crept, 
Near the clos'd cradle where an infant ſlept, 
And writh'd his neck: the landlord*s little pride, 
O frange return! grew black, and gaſp'd, and dy'd. 
Horror of horrors! what! his only fon! 
0 How load our Hermit when the fact was done? 
| Not hell, though hell's black jaws in ſunder part, 
Confus'd, and firuck with filence at the deed, 
He flies, but trembling, fails to fly with ſpeed. 
m fleps the Youth purſues; the country lay 
[ Perplex'd with roads, a ſervant ſhew'd the way: 
A river crofs'd the path; the paſſage o'er 
Was nice to find; the ſervant tod before; 
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Long arms of oaks an open bridge ſupply'd, 

| The youth, who dem d to watch a time to fin, 
Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruſt him in; 

Plunging he falls, and rifing lifts his head, 

Then flathing turns, and finks among the dead. 

Wund, fparkling rage, inflames the father's eyes; 

He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 

Deteſted wreich ”—But ſcarce his ſpeech began, 

When the firange partner feem'd no longer man: 

His youthful face grew more ſerenely fweet ; 

Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair ; 

Celeſtial odours breathe through purpled air; 

And wings, whoſe colours glitter d on the day, 

Wide at his back their gradual plumes diſplay. 

And moves in all the majeſty of light. 
Though loud at firſt the pilgrim”s paſſion grew, « 

Sudden he gaz'd, and wiſt not what tb do; 

Surprize in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 

And in a calm his ſettling temper ends. 

But filence here the beauteous Angel broke, 

(The voice of muſick raviſh'd as he ſpoke,) | 
Thy prayer, thy praiſe, thy life to vice unknown, 

* In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne: 

* Theſe charms, ſucceſs in our bright region find, 

* And force an Angel down to-calm thy mind; 

For this, commiſſion's, I forſook the fry —— * 

* Nay, ceaſe to kneel—thy fellow-fervant I. 
Then know the truth of government Divine, 

And let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine. | 
* The Maker juſtly claims that world he made, 

© In this the right of Providence is laid z 

© It's facred majeſty through all depends 

On uſing ſecond means to work his ends: 


* 
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„is thus, withdrawn in fate from human eye, 
© The Power exerts his attributes on high ; 
Tour actions uſes, nor controuls your wall, 
* And bids the doubting fons of men be fill. 
What ſtrange events can ſlrike with more ſurprize, 
* Than thoſe which lately firuck thy wondering eyes? 
« Yer, taught by theſe, confels th Almighty juſt 
© And where you can't unriddle, learn to wut! 
© Whoſe life was tuo luxurious to be goods - | 
Who made his ivory flands with goblet's ſhine, 4 
* And forc'd his gueſts to morning draughts of wine; | 
Has, with the cup, the gracelefs cuſtom loſt, 
+ And ſtill he welcomes, but with leſ of coft. 
* The mean, ſuſpicious wretch, whoſe bolted door 
© Ne'er mov'd in duty to the wandering poor ; 
* With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
© That Heaven can bleſs, if mortals will be kind: 
* Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
© And feels compaſſion touch his grateful foul. 
© Thus artiſts melt the fallen ore of lead, 
* With heaping coals of fire upon it's head; 
Ia the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
And looſe from drofs the filver runs below. 
* Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
* But now the child half wean d his heart from God; © 
(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, 
And meafur'd back his fteps to earth again. 
To what exceſſes had his dotage run? 
* But God, to fave the father, took the fon. 
_ ©* To all but thee, in fits he ſeem'd to go, 
(And 'twas my miniſtry to deal the blow.) 
* The poor fond parent, humbled in the duſt, 
© Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt. 
© But now had all his fortune felt a wrack, 
Had that falſe ſervant ſped in fafety back; 
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* This night his treafur'd heaps he meant to fleal; 
* And what a fend of charity would fail! 

* Thus Heaven inſfirufts thy mind: this trial o'er, 
© Depart in peace, reſign, and fa no more.” 

The fage flood wondering as the feraph flew. 
Thus look'd Eliſha wh. n, to mount on high, 

His maſter took the chariot of the fry ; 
The fiery pomp aſcending left to view ; 
The prophet gaz'd, and wiſh'd to follow too. 

© Lord! as in heaven, on earth thy will be done?” 
D 
— | 


PETHERTON BRIDGE®. 


AR er. 
— TS THE KTV- lt. VLAN. 
BY MR. GERRARD. 
Bean! whoſe fond conmubial days 
A beauteous infant-race attend ; 


Say, wilt thou once more aid my lays, 
And joia the patron to the friend ? 


But not Oer bright AGnian plains, 
Enraptur'd as we us'd to roam: 


The Muſe each joyous thought reſtrains, 
And calls her wing'd ideas home. 


_ * Tradition holds, that the cataſtrophe alluded to in ——— 
ewe centuries ago; of which the ſculpture was yet to be fecn at the above-men- 
tioned bridge, near South Petherton, Somerſet. 
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The wedded pair for children pray; 
They come — fair bleſſings from the fties ; 
What raptures gild the halcyon day! 
What joys in diſtant azure riſe! 


But, ab! enamour'd as they view 

The ſmiling, hopeful, infant-train, 
Daſeen, Misſortune marks his due, 
Unheard, he threats the heart with pain. 


The ſoft, the innocent, and young, 
Ide tender Muſe had gladly ſpar d 
The little heroes of her fong. 


Where brambles fringe it's verdant fide, 
And willows tremble o'er the ſtream? 


From Petherton it takes it's name, 

Prom whence two ſmiling infants ſtray d: 
Led by the fiream, they hither came, 

And on the flowery margin play'd. 


So ſoon extinguiſh in the wave; 
And point the ſetting fun his way, 


Cropp's the broad daiſies as they ſprung ; 
Jay firetch/ along the verdant bed, 
And Trendy ply'd the Biging tongue; 


Lo! from the fpray-deſerted fteep, 
Where either way the twigs divide, 
The one roll'd headlong to the deep, 
And plung'd beneath the cloſing tide: 


The other faw ; and, from the land, 
Streteh d o'er the brink his linle hand, 
The fruitleſs fignal of redreſs! 


But, ab! in vain their fatal way, 
They both deſcended ſwiſt as thought. 


Short was the wave-oppreſling ſpace ; 
Convuls'd with pains too ſharp to bear, 

Their lives diffolv'd in one embrace, 
Their mingled fouls flew up in air, 


Here, not to ſympathy unknown, 
Full oft the fad Muſe wand ring near, 
Bends filent o'er the moſſy ſtone, 

And wets it with a willing tear. 
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The firuggling victim roſe and caught; 


MELPO- 
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MELPOMENE; 
on, u. 
REGIONS OF TERROR AND PITY. 
4 f. 
ur ME. ROBERT DODSLEY. 


UEEN of the human heart! at whoſe command 
\ The fwelling tides of mighty paſſion riſe; 
Melpomene, ſupport my vent'rous hand, 

| From the gay ſcenes of pride 

do thow his ſootiieps guide 
| To Nature's awful courts, where nurs'd of yore, 
Young Shakeſpeare, Fancy's child, was taught his various lore. 


So may his favour'd eye explore the ſource, 

To few reveal d, whence human forrows charm: 
80 may his numbers, with pathetick force, 
Bid Terror ſhake us, or Compaſſion warm, 
pu | | 
The movements of the foul, 

— Adjuſt it's paſſions, harmonize it's tone, 
To feel for others” woe, or nobly bear it's own. 


Deep in the covert of a ſiadowy grove, | 
| "Mid broken rocks where daſhing currents play, 
- 2 Dear to the penſive pleaſures, dear to love, | 
— _ And Damon's Muſe, that breathes her melting lay, 

27 Thie 
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This ardent prayer was made: 
| When, lo! the ſecret ſhade, | 
As conſcious of fome heavenly preſence, "9 "TIM 
Strength, firmneſs, reaſon, all—my aſtoniſh'd foul forſook. 


Ah! whither, goddeſs! whither am I borne? 
To what wiid region's necromantick ſhore ? 
The panicks whence ? and why my boſom torn 
Darkneſs inwraps me round, 
While from the vaſt profound 
Emerging ſpectres Ereadful ſhapes aſſume, 
And gleaming on my fight, add horror to the gloom. 


Ha! what is he, whoſe fierce, indignant eye, 
Dencuncing vengeance, kindles into flame ? 
Whoſe boiſterous fury blows a florm fo high, 
As with it's thunder ſhakes his labouring frame. 


His eager fteps, nor time nor truce allow, 
And dreadful dangers wait the menace of his brow. 


Protect me, Goddeſs! whence that fearful ſhriek 
Of conſternation ? as grim Death had laid 

His icy fingers on ſome guilty cheek, 

And all the powers of manhood ſhrunk difmay'd: 

Ah, fee! befmear'd with gore, 

Revenge ſtands threat'ning o'er 

A pale delinquent, whole retorted eyes 


the ts 6 ts * 


With eyes aghaſt, 0 WT G8 a wank, 
This flave of paſſion rends his ſcatter'd hair, 


Beats his fad breaft, and execrates his birth: 
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While torn within, he ſeels 
The pangs of whips and wheels ; 
And fees, or fancies, all the fiends below, 
Beckoning his frighted foul to realms of endleſs woe. 


Before my wond'ring ſenſe new phantoms dance, 
A wretch with jealous brow, and eyes aſkance, 

Feeds all in ſecret on his boſom pain. 
Fond love, fierce hate, affuil ; 
Alternate they prevail: 

While conſcious pride and ſhame with rage conſpire, 

And urge the latent ſpark to flames of torturing fire. 


From rage to madneſs ev'ry feature breaks. 
e 
an 
* 
Proclaims all reaſon fled ; 
. 


Tet, yet again !—a murd'rer's hand appears 
Graſping a pointed dagger f£2in'd with blood! 
That check the current of life's ebbing flood. 
In midnight's darkeſt clouds 
be dreary miſcreant ſhrouds 
His felon ftep—as twere to darkneſs given, 
To dim the watchful eye of all-pervading Heaven. 


And hark! Ah, mercy ! whence that hollow found ? 
Why with ſtrange horror ſtarts my briſtling hair? 
A pallid ghoft, flow-rifing, fteals on air: 
2F 2 To 
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To where a mangled corſe, 

Expos'd without remorſe, 

Lies ſhroudlefs, unentoab'd, he points the way 
Points tv the prowling wolf exultant oer his prey. 


Was it for this,” he cries, * with kindly ſhower 
Of daily gifts the traitor I careſs d? 
© For this array'd him in the robe of power, 
And loig d my royal tecrets in his breaſt ? 
O kindneis ill repay'd ! 
To bare the murdering blade 
* Againit my life !—May !:cav'n his guilt explore, 
0 F W aads otra 


He fad, and ſtalk'd away.—* Ab, Goddeſs ! ceaſe 
Thus with terrifick forms to rack my brain; 
* Theſe horrid phantoms ſhake the throne of Peace, 
And Reaſon calls her boatted powers in vin, 
ben change thy magick wand, 
Thy dreadful troops diſban d. | 
And gentler ſhapes, and fofter ſernes diſcloſo. 
© To melt the feeling heart, yet foothe it's tendereſt waes!“ 


The fervent prayer was heard With hideous tour. d, 
Her ebon gates of darkneſs open flew ; 
A dawving twilight chears the dread profound, 
More mild enchantments rife; 
New ſcenes ſalute my eyes; 
Groves, fountains, bowero, and temples, grace the plain, 
And turtles coo around, and nightingales complain. 


| . 
Here glows the ſcene with ſond but hapleſs love, | 
6 a et | 
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In groups around the lawn, 
By freſh diſaſters drawn, 
' The ad Guſtues Gow GENRES fn wan, 


Behold that beauteous maid ! her languid head, 
Bends like a drooping lily charg'd with rain ; 
With floods of tears ſhe bathes a lover dead, 
In brave aſſertion of her honour fla. 
To Heaven ſhe lifts her eyes, 
With grief beyond the power of words opprels'd, 
Sinks on the lifeleſs corſe, and dies upon his brealt. 


How firong the bands of Friendſlip ? Yet, alas! 
Behind yon mouldering tower with ivy crown'd, 
Of wo, the foremoſt in her facred claſs, 
One from his friend receives the fatal wound ! 
What could ſuch fury move ! 
What, but i!-fated love! 
The fame fair object each fond heart enthralls, 


| And he, the favour'd youth, her hapleſs victim falls. 


Can aught fo deeply fway the generous mind 
To mutual truth, as female truſt in love? 
te A nn Hae 
Scorn'd by the man who ſhould her plaints remove? 
By fair, but falſe pretence, 
She loſt her innocence ; 7 
Ad that ſweet babe, the fruit of treacherous art, 
Claſp'd in her arms expires, and breaks the parent's heart. 


Ah! who to pomp or grandeur would aſpire ? 
Kings are not rais'd above Misfortune”s frown : 

That orm, fo grac ful even in mean attire, 
Sway'd once a ſceptre, once ſuſtaĩn d a crown. 
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From filial rage and firife, 
To ſcreen his cloſing lite, 
He quits his throne, a father's forrow feels, 
And in the lap of Want his yatient head conceals. 


More yet remain'd—but lo! the penſive Queen 
Appears confeſs' d before my cazzled fight ; 
Grace in her ſteps, and ſoſtneſs in her mien, 
The face of iorrow mingled with delight. 
Not ſuck her ncbler frame, 
When kindling into flame, 
And bold in Virtue's cauſe, her zeal afpires 
To waken guilty pangs, or breathe heroick fires. 


Aw'd into filence, my rapt foul attends — — 
The Power, with eyes complacent, faw my fear ; 
And, as with grace ineffable ſhe bends, 
Theſe accents vibrate on my liſt' ning ear. 
„ Aſpiring fon of art, 
© Know, tho” thy feeling heart 
__ © Glow with theſe wonders to thy fancy ſhewn, 
Still may the Delian God thy powerleſs toils difown. 


A thouſand tender ſcenes of ſoft diſtreſs 
May fwell thy breaſt with ſympathetick wee: ; 
A thonfand fuch dread forms on fancy preſs, 
As from my dreary realms of darkneſs roſe, 
© Whence Shakeſpeare's chilling fears, 
And Otway's melting tears — 
That awful glocm, this melanchaiy plain, 
* The types of every theme that ſuits the Ta, TRAIN. 


* Dat doſt thou worſhip Nature night and morn, 
And all due honour to her precepts pay? 
Cant thou the lure of Aſfectation fcorn, 


* Pleas'd in the ſimpler paths of Truth to firay : 
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* Haſt thou the Graces fair 
_ © Havok'd with ardent prayer? 
They mult attire, as Nature muſt impart, _ 
© The ſeutiment ſublime, the language of the heart. 


+ Then, if creative Genius pour his ray, 
Warm with infpiricg influence on thy beat; 
_ * Taſte, judgment, fancy, if thou canſt diſplay, 
And the deep ſource of Paſſion ſtand confefs'd; 
* Then may the liſtening train, 
Aſfected, feel thy ftrain ; 
* Feel Grief cr Terror, Rage or Pity move: 
* Change with thy varying ſcenes, and every ſcene approve!” 


Humbled before her fight, and bending low, 
Ii the borders of her crimſon veſt; 
Eager to ſpeak, I felt my boſom glow, 
| But fear upon my lips her ſeal imprefs'd. 
While awe · ſtruck thus I flood, 
The bowers, the lawn, the wcod, 
The Form Celeftial, fading on my view, 
Diſſolv'd in liquid air, and all the v:fion flew. 


ODE TO MAY. 
BY MISS WHATELY. 


AIREST daughter of the year, 
While thy vivid fkies appear, 
Nature fwiles, and all is gay. 


Paſture fair, and mountain green; 
Thine, with infant-harveſt ſpread, 
Laughing lies the lowland ſcene. 


Friend 
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Friend of thine, the ſhepherd plays 
Blithſome near the yellow broom ; 


May, with thee I mean to rove 
OFer theſe lawns and vallies fair; 
Tune thy gentle Iyre to love, 


- hadios Geet 

| Shall the rofy nymphs appear; 

While 1 fing, in rural firains, 
May, to ſhepherds ever dear. 


I had never ſkill to raiſe 
Peans from the vocal ſtrings; 
To the god-like hero's praiſe, 
„% 3 


. 


Life's purple ſtream the verdure ſtains, 


Where the murderous cannon”s breath 
Fate denounces from afar, 

And the loud report of death 

Stuns the cruel ear of war. 


Stranger to the park and play, 
Birth-night balls, and courtly trains; 

Thee I woo, my gentle May, 

Tune for thee my native ffrains. 


And heags pramifcuces york the ground : 
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Sooth thy vacant poet's dreams; 
Vocal woods, and wilds, and hills, - 
All her unexalted themes. 


THE HYMN- or CLEANTHES®. 
ur GILBERT WEST, 130 


\ Under various ſacred names ador's! . 

H1# Divinity fapreme ! all-potent Lord! 
Author of nature! whoſe unbounded fray 
And legillative power all things obey ! FT 
Majeftick Jove ! all hail * To thee belong 
The ſuppliant prayer, and tributary fong: 

To thee from all thy mortal offspring due ; 
From thee we came, from thee our being drew ; 
Whatever lives and moves, great Sire ! is thine; 

Embodied portions of the foul divine. 

Therefore to thee will I attune my firing, 

And of thy wond*rous pow'r for ever fing. 

That round this earthly ſphere inceſſant move, 
Through all this boundleſs world admit thy ſway. 

And roll ſpontaneous where thou point'ſ the way. 
Such is the awe imprefs'd on nature round, 

When thro? the void thy dreadful thunders ſound. 
Thoſe flaming agents of thy matchleſs pom r, 
Afcniſh'd worlds, hear, tremble, and adore. 
Thus paramount to all, by all obey'd, 

Ruling that reaſon which, thro” all convey'd, 

=  Informs this gen'ral maſs, thou reign'f ador d, 

; Supreme, unbounded, univerſal Lord. 


2 G Fer 
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For nor in earth, vor carth-encircling floods, 
Nor yon etherial pole, the feat of gods, 
Ts aught perform'd without thy aid divine; 
Strength, wiſdom, virtue, mighty Jove, are thine | 
Viee is the aft of man, by paſfca wh'd, - 
And in the ſhoreleſs fea of folly loſt; 


Bot thou what vice diforders, can ſt 
And profit by the malice of thy foes: 
So blending good with evil, fair with foul, 
As thence to model one harmonious whole; 
One univerſal law of truth and right; 

But wretched mortals ſhun the heav'nly light ; 
And, tho” to bliſs direfting flill their choice, 
Hear not, or heed not, Reaſon's facred voice; 
That common guide, ordain'd to point the road, 
That leads obedient man to folid good. 
As various objects, various paſhons move. 
Some thro* oppoſing crowds and threat'ning war, 
Gori Powers COTE UNS g 
Some, bent on wealth, purſue with endleſs pain, 
Oppreffive; ſordid, and diſhoneſt gain: 
While others, to foft indolence refign'd, 
Drown in corporeal ſweets th' immortal mind. 
But, O great Father, thunder-ruling God! 
Who in thick darkneſs mak ſt thy dread abode ! 
Thou, from whoſe bounty all good gifts deſcend, 
Do thou from ignorance mankind defend! 
The clouds of vice and folly, O coatroul! 
And fhed the beams of wildors on the foul? 
Thoſe radiant beams, by whoſe all-piercing flame 
That, honour'd with a portiog of thy light, 

We may cflay thy goodnefs to requite, 

With honorary ſongs and grateful lays, 


r 


* 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 235 


The proper taſk of man ; and ſure, to fing 
Of nature's laws, and nature's mighty King, 
Is bliſs ſupreme. Let gods with mortals join 
The ſabject may tranſport a breaſt divine. 


CLAREMONT. 
ADDRESSED TO THE RIGHT BOK. THE BARL OF CLARS. 
„„ 

BY SIR SAMUEL GARTE. 


HAT frenzy has of late pen d the brain; 
Se rank our foil, our bards rife in fuck ſtore, 
Their rich retaining patrons ſcarce are more : 
The laſt indulge the fault the firſt commit, 
And take off fill the offal of their wit. 
So ſhameleſs, fo abgndon'd, are their ways, 
They poach Parnaſſus, rn 
None ever can without admirers live, 
Who have a penſion or a place to give. 
Great miniſters ne e fail of great deſerts ; 
The herald gives them blood, the poet parts. 
Senſe is of courſe anner d to wealth and por; 
No Muſe is proof againit a golden ſhow's. 
Let but his lordſhip write fume poor lampoon, 
He's Horac'd up in doggrel like his own; 
Or if to rant in tragick rage he yields, 
Falſe Fame cries—* Athens ;* honeſt Truth Moorkelds.* 
Thus fooF'd, he flounces on thro” floods of ink, | 
Flags with full fail, and riſes but to flak. 
Some venal pens ſo proſtitute the bays, 
Their panegyricks laſh, W 
* + 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


= 


Prom this reproach to reſcue poetry. 


And when I meet with merit ſeribble too. 


— — - 
— — — , 
- 
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Metius with thoſe fam'd heroes is com par d 
That led in triumph Porus and Tallard. 

But ſuch a ſhameleſs Muſe muſt laughter move, 


| That aims to make Salmoneus vie with Jove. 


To form great works puts Pate itfelf to pain; 


Fen Nature labours for a mighty man; 


And, to perpetuate her hero's fame, 

She firains no lefs a poet next to frame. 
Rare as the hero's is the poet's rage; 
Churchills and Drydens rife but once an age. 
With earthquakes tow'ring Pindar's birth begun. 
And an eclipſe produc'd Alcmena's fon : 
The fire of gods f Phoebus caſt a fhade, 


| But with a hero well the world repaid. 


No bard for bribes ſhould proflitute his vein, 


| Nor dare to flatter where he ſhould arraign. 


To grant big Thraſ valour, Phormio fenſe, 
Should indignation give, at leaſt offence. - 
T hate ſuch mercenaries, and would try 


Apollo's fons ſhould ſcurn the fervile art, 
And to court generters Iagee the Gilſon gore. 


© What, then,” you'll fay, * — pak, 


* Becauſe impure allays ſome coin debaſe?* 
Yes—praiſc, if juſtly aſſer d, Il allow, 


The man who's honeſt, open, and a friend, 
Glad to oblige, uneaſy to offend ; 
Forgiving others, to himſelf ſevere ; 

Tho” earneſt easy, civil yet fincere ; 

Who ſeldom hut theo? great good-nature errs; 
Deteſting fraud as much as flatterers: 


Ti he my Muſc's homage ſhould receive, 
If I could write, or Holles could forgive. 
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But pardon, learned youth, that I decline 
A name fo lov'd by me, i lately thine. 
When Pelham you relign'd, what could repair 
A lob fo great, unleſs Newcaſtle's heir? 
From his bright urn in pureſt cheyſtal glides; 

He's Indus nam'd, and rolls with mightier force ; 
In fabled floods of gold his current flows, 
And wealth on nations, as he runs, beflows. 
Direct me, Clare! to name fome nobler Muſe, 
That for her theme thy late receſs may chaſe ; 
Such bright deſcriptions ſhall the ſubject dreſs, 
Such varied ſcenes, fuch pleaſing images, 
mn re 
And quit Arcadia for a feat like yours. 
But fay, who ſhall attempt th” advent'rous part, 
Where Nature borrows drefs from Vanbrugh's art? 
If, by Apolle taught, he touch the lyre, 
"Tis he can paint in verſe thoſe rifing hills, 
Their gentle vallies, and their filver rills; 
Flow'rs fighing fweets, and ſhrubs that balſam bleed; 
And all the bright horizon fmiling round ; 
Whilſt I attempt to tell how ancient fame 
To love no foreign faſhions like their own ; 
When drefs was monſtrous, and fig-leaves the made, 
And quality put on no paint but woad ; 
OF Spaniſh red unheard was then the name, 
(For cheeks were only tanght to bluſh by ſhame) =. 


238 BEAUTIES OF POErayY. 


No beauty, to increaſe her crowd of flaves, 
Roſe out of waſh, as Venus out of waves; 

Not yet lezd-comb was on the toilet plac'd, 
Not yet broad eyebrows were reduc'd by paſte ; 
No ſhape-fmith ſet up ſhop, and drove a trade 
To mend the work wiſe Providence bad made; 


Ties were unheard of, and unknown the loom, 


And thrifty filk-worms ſpun for times to come ; 
Bare limbs were then the marks of madefly; 
All, like Diana, were below the knee. 

The men appear d a rough undaunted pace, 


| Surly in ſhow, unfathion'd in addreſs; 


Upright in actions, and in thought fincere, 
And ftrifily were the ſame they would appear. 
Honour was plac'd in probity alone, 


| For villains had no titles but their own, 


None travel d to return politely mad, 
But ſtill what fancy wanted reafon had. 
Whatever Nature aſt'd their hands could give; 
Unlearn'd in feaſts, they only cat to live. 
No cook with art inczeas'd phyſicians fees, 
Nor ferv'd up death in foups and fricaſſees. 
Their taſte was, like their temper, unrefin's, 
For looks were then the language of the mind. 

Ere right and wrong by turns ſet prices bore, 


And confcience had it's rate, like common whore; 
Or tools to great employments had pretence, 


Or merit was made out by impudence ; 


Or coxcombs look d affuming in affairs, 


And humble friends grew haughty miniſters : 
In thoſe goed days of innocence here ſiood 
Frequented by the Druids, to beſtow 
Religious honours on the miſletoe. 

Te naturaliſts are puanled to explain 
How trees did firſt this ſtranger entertain; 
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Whether the buſy birds ingrak it there, 
Or elſe ſome deity's miſtaken care, 
As Druids thought; for when the batted cok 
By lightning falls, this plant eſcapes the ftroke. 
So, when the Gauls the tow'rs of Rome defac'd, 
And flames drove forward with outrageous waſte, 
Jove's favour'd capitol uninjur d ftood ; 

80 ſacred was the mankon of a god. ; 

| Shades honour'd by this plant the Druids choſe, 
Here for the bleeding victims altar roſe : 

To Hermes oft they paid their facrifce, 
. Parent of arts, and patron of the wife. 
Good rules in mild perſuaſions they coavey'd, 
Their lives confirming what their lectures ſaid. 
None violated truth, invaded right, 
Vert had few laws but will and appetite, 
The people's peace they fludy'd, and f 
No policicks but publick intereſt. 

Hed was their lodging, homely was their food, | 
For all their luxury was doing good. 
No mitred prieſt did then with princes vie, 

Nor o'er his maſter claim ſupremacy ; 

Nor were the rules of faith allow'd more pure 
For being ſeveral centuries obſcure. 
None loſt their fortunes, forfeited their blood, 
For not believing what none underſtocd: 

Nor Simony nor ſinecure were known; 

| Nor would the bee work honey for the drone: 
| Nor was the way invented, to diſmiſs 

Frail Abigails with fat pluralities. 

But then, in fillets bound, a hallog#'d band, 
1 
| Could tell what murrains in what months 

And how the ſeaſons travell'd with the fun: 
When his dim ord feem'd wading thro” the air, 


| They told that rai on dropying wings drew near ; 


LY 
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No beanty, to increaſe her crowd of flaves, 
Roſe out of waſh, as Venus out of waves; 
Not yet legd-comb was on the toilet plac'd, 
Not yet broad eyebrows were reduc'd by paſte; 
No ſhape-ſmith ſet up ſhop, and drove a trade 
To mend the work wiſe Providence bad made; 
And thrifty filk-worms ſpun for times to come; 
Bare limbs were then the marks of modeſty ; 
Surly in ſhow, un faſtzion d in addreſs ; 
Upright in actions, and in thought fincere, 
Honour was plac'd in probity alone, 
For villains had no titles but their own, 
None travel d to return politely mad, 
But ſtill what fancy wanted reafon had. 
Whatever Nature aſt'd their hands could give; 
Unlearn'd in feaſts, they only eat to live. 
No cook with art increas d phyſicians fees, 
Nor ferv'd up death in foups ang fricaſſees. 
Their taſte was, like their temper, unrefin's, 
For looks were then the language of the mind. 

Ere right and wrong by turns ſet prices bore, 
And canſcience had it's rate, like common whore; 
Or tools to great employments had pretence, 
Or merit was made out by impudence ; 
Or coxcombs look d affuming in affairs, 
And humble friends grew haughty miniſters: 
In thoſe goed days of innocence here ſtood 
Of oaks, with heads unſhorn, a folemn wood, 
Frequented by the Druids, to beſtow 

The naturalifts are puzzled to explain 
Ho trees did firſt this ſtranger entertain; 


* 
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Or elſe ſome deity's miſtaken care, 

As Druids thought; for when the blaſted oak 

By lightning falls, this plant eſcapes the ftroke. 
80, when the Gauls the tow'rs of Rome defac'd, 
Jove's favour'd capitol uninjur'd ſtood ; 
80 ſacred was the manſion of a god. | 
Shades honowr'd by this plant the Druids choſe, 
Here for the bleeding victims altars roſe : 
To Hermes oft they paid their ſacrifice, 
. Parent of arts, and patron of the wiſe. 
Good rules in mild perſuaſions they convey d, 
Their lives confirming what their lectures ſaid. 
None violated truth, invaded right, 

Vet had few laws but will and appetite, 


Hard was their ledging, — chcke Rnd, 
. For all their luxury was doing good. 

Nor o'er his maſter claim ſupremacy ; 
Nor were the rules of faith allow'd more pure 
For being ſeveral centuries obſcure. 
None loſt their fortunes, forfeited their blood, 
For not believmg what none underſtood: 

Nor Simony nor finecure were known ; 

Nor would the bee work honey for the drone : 
Nor was the way invented, to diſmiſs 

Frail Abigails with fac pluralities. 

But then, in fillets bound, nen band, 
Tayght how to tend the flocks, and till the land ; 
Could tell what mucrains in what months begun, 
And how the ſeaſons travell'd with the fun ; 
| When his dim ord ſeem'sd wading thro? the air, 


n told that rain on dropying wings drew near ; 


Aa 
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All their remarks en Nature's laws require 
2 ͤ K 00-0 
Opinions e fge revea'd; 
That matter no annihilation knows, r 6 | 
But wanders from theſe tnements to tho: 4 
For when the plaltick particles as gone, — 
They rally in ſome ſpecies like their own. . 
In ſeas be refilefs, annere 

Can, in the trufle, furniſh out a feaſt, 

And nauſeate, in the ſcaly ſquill, 3 

Thoſe falling leaves that wither with the year, 

Will in the next on other flems appear; 

In ſome new ſhoot will circulate green blood; 
Will, when the ſeaſon offers, ſcent the roſe; 
And thoſe bright flames that in carnations glow, 
Ere long will blanch the lily with a ſnow. 
They hold, that matter muſt be ftill the ſame, 
And varies but in figure and in name: 
And that the. foul not dies, but ſhifts her ſeat, 
New rounds of life to run, or paſt repeat. 
Thus, when the brave and virtuous ceaſe to live, 
In beings brave and virtuos they revive: e 


Great Numa, in a runſwick prince, ordain 
Good laws, and halcyon years hall huſk the world again. 
The traths of old traditions were their theme, 
Or gods deſcending in a morning dream. 
Paſt afts they cited, and to come foretold, 


_— 
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Beneath the fhady covert of an ook,  _ 
In rhymes uncouth, prophetick truths they ſpoke. 
Attend then, Clare! nor is the legend long ; 
The flory of thy villa is their ſong. . 
* The fair Montano, of theSylvan race, 
Was with each beauty blefſs'd, and ev'ry grace: 
His fire, green Faunus, guardian of the wood; 
« His mother, a fwift Naiad of the flood ; 3 7 
« Her filver urn ſupply'd the neighb' ring ſtreams, | 4 
1 6g rec 
lovelier ſeem'd Narciſſus to the eye, 
* when a flow'r could boaſt more fragrancy. 

. 

© More ſmooth than pezel, than mountain-ſhow more fair : | 
© In ſhape fo poplars or the cedars pleaſe; 

© But thoſe are not ſo ſtraight, nor graceful theſe. 

* His flowing hair in unforc'd ringlets hung ; 

© Tuneful his voice, perſuaſive was his tongue; 

© The haughtieſt fair ſcarce heard without a wound, 
© But funk to ſofineſs at the melting found. 
* The fourth bright luſtre had but juſt begun 
To ſhade his bluſhing cheeks with doubtful down : 
© All day he rang'd the woods, and ſpread the toils, 
And knew no pleaſures but in ſylvan ſpoils. 
© In vain the nymphs put on each pleaſing grace; 
Teo cheap the quarry ſeem d, too ſhort the chace : 
© For tho” poſſeſſion be th undoubced view, 

* To ſeize is far leſi pleaſure than purſue. 
_ © Thoſe nymphs that yield.too ſoon, theig.charms impair, 
* And prove at laſt but deſpicably fair; 
* His own undoing glutton Love decrees, 
* And palls the appetite he meant to pleaſe : 
His ſlender wants too largely he ſupplies, 
* Thrives on ſhort meals, but by indulgence dies. 
| © A grot there was, with hoary mos o'ergrown, 

* Rough with rude ſhell, and arch'd with mould'ring flone ; 
zH * Sad 


* 
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And weeping rills bat whiſper as they fall : 
* The claſping ivys up the ramur'creep, 
And there the bat and drowty beetle fleep. 
„This cell fad Echo ch by Love betray'd, | 
. : 
© To ſhun the calenture of fultry Kies, | 
* But feels à fiercer flame; Love's keeneſt dart 
Finds thro” his eyes a paſſage to his heart. 
* Penfive the virgin fat with folded arms, 
Her tears but lending luſtre to her charms : 
* With pity he beholds her wounding woes, 
* But wants himſelf the pity he beſtows. 
« Oh! whether of a mortal born,” he cries, 
* Or ſome fair daughter of the diſtant fries, 
That in compaſſion leave your chryſtal ſphere, 
To guard fome favour'd charge, and wander here; 
* Slight not my ſuit, nor doo ungentle prove, 
ut pity one, a novice yet in love. 
« If words avail not, fee my ſuppliant tears, 
«© Nor diſregard thoſe dumb petitioners !* 
From his complaint the tyrant virgin flies 
* Aſerting all the empire of her eyes. 
Full thrice three days he lingers out in grief, 
Nor ſeeks from fleep or ſuſtenance relief. 
© The lamp of life now cafts a glimm'ring light, 
© The meeting lids his ſetting eyes benight : 
What force remains the hapleſs lover tries, 
© Invoking thus his kindred deities. 


«© Haſte, parents of the flood ! your race to mourn, 


% With tears repleniſh each exhauſted urn: 

«« Fall a juft victim to an injur'd ſhade.” 

* More he endeavour'd ; but the accents hung 

* Half form'd, and flopp'd unfinift'd on his tongue. 
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« For him the Graces their fad vigils keep 3 
© Love broke his bow, and wid d for eyes to weep. 


© What gods can do, the mournful Faunus tries, 


_ © A mount erefting where the van lies: 


* The rural pow'rs the wondrous pile farvey, | 

© Ti aſcent with verdant herbage Pales ſpread, = 
een des 1 ark Int heir ale 
Het eam a Naiad from the baſis pours, 

« And Flora firews the fammit withiher flow'ss ; - 
Alone Mount Latmos claims pre-eminence, 

© When filver Cynthia lights the works from thence. 
* Sad Echo now laments her rigour more, 

Than for Narciſſus, her looſe flame before ; 


1 Her fleſh to finew ſhrinks, her charms are fled ; 


_ © Soon as the ev hing ſhews a ſky ſerene, - & 


Abroad the ſtrays, but never to be ſeen ; 
© And ever as the weeping; Naiads name 
Her cruelty, the nymph repeats the ſame. 
Wich them ſhe joins her lover as deplore, 
And haunts the lonely dales he Fang'd before: 
Her ſfex's privilege ſhe yet retains, 
And tho? to nothing waſted, voice remains.” 

So ſung the Druids—then, with rapture fir'd, 
* Ere twice ten centuries ſhall fleet away, 
* A Brunſwick prince ſhall Britain's ſceptre ſway. 
No more fair Liberty ſhall mourn her chains; 
The maid is reſcu' d, her lov'd Perſeus reigns. 
From Jove he comes, the captive to reffore, 
© Nor can the thunder of his fire do more. 
* And Juſtice need no bandage fur her eyes. 
© Britannia ſmiles, nor fears a foreign lord ; 
Her ſafety to ſecure, two pow rs accord ;—_ 
Her Neptune's trident, and her monarch's ſword. 

AD. 


243 


4 


' 


* Like 


+ A 
2 


o 4 
244 


Aud to record the Sylvan's fatal flame, 
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© Like him hall his Auguſtus fine in arms, 
© Tho” captive to his Caroling's charms : 
« Ages with future heroes ſhe ſhall bleſs, 
© And Venus ouct more found an Alban race. 
* Then ſhall a Clare in honour's cauſe engage; : 


* Example muſt reclaim 2 graceleſs age. 


| © Where guides themſelves for guilty views miſlead, 


© And laws e'en by the legiſlators bleed, 1 
© His brave contempt of flate ſhall teack the Pond 
© None but the virtuous are of noble blood : | 

© For tyrants are but yeinces in diſguiſe, 


© Tho” fprung by long deſcents from Ptolemies. 


© Right he ſhall vindicate, good laws defend, 
© The frmeſt patriot, and the warmeſt friend. 
© Great Edward's Order early he ſhall wear, w * 
* New light refloring to the fully'd ſtar. ks 
© Oft will his leiſure this retirement chuſe, 
Still finding future ſubjects for the Muſe ; 


0 IC 5 and Claremont be the name, 
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ProyERT. 


ENEATH an aged cak's embow'ring ſhade, 
Whoſe ſpreading arms with grey moſs fringed were, 


B 


Around whoſe trunk the claſping ivy ftray'd, 
A love-lorn youth oft penſive would repair. 


| BRAUTIBS {DF rORTAY. 


Pull by, = Naiad taught her rear to glide, = 
Which ugh the dee — 
The filver willow deck d it's verdant fic 


The whiſp'ring ſedges wav'd along A 


Here oft, when eve bedew'd the miſty vale ; 
Careleſs he laid him all beſide the rill, 
And pour's in firains like theſe his artliefs tale. 


n 
"= . 
4 1 
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4 AhY would he — 1. 
A, Cynthia! fivecter than the breath of morn, 
| © Soft as the gentle breath that fans at eve, 
© Of thee bereft, how ſhall I live forlorn ? 


© ak! what avails this fneetly folema bow'r, 

_ © That filent ſtrenm where dimpling eddies play; 

© Yon thymy bank, bedeck'd with many a flow'r, 
© Where maple-tufts exclude the beam of day? 


gr for i cam theſe delight, 
« Though laviſh Spring her files around has caſt ? 
+ Dulpais, als? that whekus the fout in night, 

” «© Dims the fad eye, and deadens ev'ry taſte. 


* As droops the lily at the blighting gale ; 
Or crimfon-ſpotted cowſlip of the mend. 

© Whoſe tender ſtalk (alas! their ftalk fo frail) 
Some haſty foot hath bruis'd with heedlefs tread : 


© As droops the woodbine, when ſome village hind 
_ © Hath felF'd the fapling eim it fondly bound ; 
No more it gadding dances in the wind, 

© But trails it's fading beauties on the ground: 
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© For ever! ah, for ever from thee! 
* Bereft of each ect hope, which once it had, 


© Return, bleſs d days! return, ye laughing hours, 
* Which led me up the roſeate fieep of youth ; 

„ Which firew'd my fimple path with vernal flow'rs, 

Aud bade me court chaſte Science, and fair Truth. 


© Ye know, the curling breene, or gilded fly 

© That idly wantons in the noon-tide air, 
© Was not fo free, was not fo gay as I, 

© For, ah! I knew not then, or love, or care. 


© Witneſs, ye winged daughters of the year, = © 
* If e'er a ſigh had learn'd to heave my breaſt! * 
© If e'er my cheek was conſcious of a tear, 
Till Cynthia came, and zxubb'd wy foul of reſt ! 


o, have you ſeen, bath'd in the morning.dew, 
© The budding roſe-it's infant bloom diſplay ; 
When firſt it's virgin tints unfold to view, 
+ It fhriaks, and ſcarcely truſts the blaze of day. 


* So ſoft, ſo delicate, fo fweet ſhe came, 
0 Youth's damaſk glow juſt dawning on her cheek : 
* I gaz'd, I figh'd, I caught the tender flame, | 
0 2 — com 


0 nnn the whe; 
For oft, beſide yon ſweet-briar in the dale, 

* With many a bluſh, with many a melting ſmile, 
She fate and liſten'd to the plaintive tale. 


. Nor furfeits lurk beneath my frogat board * 

„ Yet ſhould Content, that mans the gilded bed, 
„ With im ling Peace, and Virwe there forgot. 

© And roſe-lip's Health, which haunts the firaw-built ſhed, 
« With cherub Joy, frequent my little cot: 


© With echoing "PR 
« Urge the keen chace, and fireep along the plain. 
| . | « Or 
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Or all in ſome lone moſs-grown tow'r ſublime, by 
—_ © With miduight hmp FEI watch pale Cynthia round, 
© Explore the choiceſt rolls of ancient Time, | 
And heal with Wiſdom's balm my hapleſs wound. 


Or elſe Fl roam — At, no! that figh profound 
Tells me that flubborn love diflains to yield ; 
Nor flight, nor Wiſdom's balm can heal the wound, 
Nor pain forſake me in the jocund field!” 


L OND ON; 


1 Ont, THE 


PROGRESS OF COMMERCE. 


BY RICHARD GLOVER, ESQ. 


E northern blaſts, and Eurus , wont to ſweep 
Awhile ſuſpend your violence, and waft 
From ſandy Weſer + and the broad mouth'd Elbe, 
My freighted veſſels to the deſtin'd ſhore, 
Safe o'er th* unruffied main : let ev'ry thought, 
De abſent now; that, diſpoſſeſe d of care, 

And free from ev ry tumult of the mind, 
With each diſturbing paſſion huſh'd to peace, 
I may pour all my ſpirit on the theme 


The loftier firain. The eagle, when he tow'rs 
| Beyond the clouds, the fleecy robes of heaven, 
Diſdains all objects but the golden ſun, 
'* The cat wind. 
+ Bremen is fituated on the Weſer, and Hamburg]. on the Elbe. 
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Pull on th' effulgent orb directs his eye, 3 
And fails exuling through the blaze of day 3 
Rejefting each inferior theme of praiſe, = 
Thee, ornament of Europe, Albion”s pride, 
Fair ſeat of wealth and freedom, thee my Muſe 
Shall celebrate, O London x thee ſhe hails. 
"Thou lov'd abode of Commerce, laſt retreat, 
Whence ſhe contemplates with « tranquil mind 
That the abandon'd her maternal clime ; 
Neptunian Commerce, whom Phamnice bore, 
Along the ſounding main extended far, 
And with it's cedars Libanus o'erſhades. 
Her from the bottom of the wat'ry world, 
As once the flood, in radiant beauties grac'd, 
Of Neptune view'd enamour'd : from the deep 
The god aſcending ruſhes to the beach, 
Soon as the paly regent of the night 
Nine times her monthly progreſs had renew'd 
Tho? Heaven's illumin'd vault, Phanice, led 
By ſhame, once more the ſea- worn margin ſought: 
A ſolitary mourner ; and the ſurge, 
Which gently roll'd beſide her, now no more 
With placid eyes beholding, thus exclaim'd. 

© Ye fragrant ſhrubs and cedars, lofty ſhade, 
© Which crown my native hills, ye ſpreading palms, 
© That riſe majeſtick on theſe fruitful meads, 
© With you, who gave the loſt Pheenice birth, 
Aud you, who bear td endearing name 
Once faithful partners of my chaſter hours, 


of friends, 


* 


21 < Farewel! 
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© Farewel ! To thee, perfidious god, I come, 


Dent down with pain and anguiſh on thy fande, | 


© I come thy ſupplians ; death is all I crave: 

© Bid thy devouring waves inwrap my head, 
* And to the bottom whelm my cares and ſhame !* 
A chryſtal car emerg'd, with git ring ſhells, 
CulPd from their cony beds by Tethy's train, 
Mix'd with the wat'ry luſtre of the pearl, | 
A ſmiling band of ſea-born nymphs attend, 

Who from the ſhore with gentle hands convey 
She lay, the winds, by Neptune's high command, 
Were filent round her ; not a zephyr dar'd 
To wanton o'er the cedar's branching top, 
Nor on the plain the ſtately palm was ſeen 
To wave it's graceful verdure ; o'er the main 
But all was hufh'd and motionleſs around, 

All but the lightly-ſliding car, impell'd 

Along the level azure by the ttrength 

Of active Tritons, rivalling in ſpeed 
Glides o'er the brow of darkneſs, and appears 
The livid ruins of a falling ſtar. 

By Triton's * floods encircled, Nyſa lay. 

Here youthful Nature wanton d in delights, 
And here the guardians of the bounteous horn, 
While it was now the infancy of time, 

Nur yet th” uncultivated globe had learn'd 


Triton, — lake of aucient Lybia. 
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To ſmile, Eucarpe*, Daplilea f dweit, 


With all the nymphs, whoſe ſecret care had nurs's | 
The eldeſt Bacchus. From the flow'ry ſhore 

A turf-clad valley opens, and along rs 1 
While on it's ſloping fides aſcends the pride | 
Of hoary groves, high-arching o'er the vale 

Half round a ſpacious laws at length expands, 
1 | 
Fm ir'rfpendent fragments beaming round | 

On ev'ry fide an ample grot reflects, 
Of Nyfa's nymphs, with ev'ry plant attir'd, 
That wears undying green, refreſh'd with rills 
From ever-living fountains, and enrich'd 

With all Pomona's bloom: unfading flowers 
Glow on the mead, and fpicy ſhrubs perfume 
Which breathes inceſſant there; while ev'ry bird 
Blends with the warble of meandring ſtreams, „ 4 
— Can —— 

— — my 
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_ © Her hand divine, with interpoſing aid 
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Soon as the wond'rous infant ſprung to-day, 

Earth rock'd around ; with ali their nodding woods, 

And ſtreams reverting to their troubled ſource, 0 

The mountain ſhook, while Lybia's neighb'ring god, 

Myfterious Ammon, from his hollow cell, 

With deep-reſounding accent thus to heaven. 

To cu cad tin, — eckder.. 
* A new-born power behold ! whous Fate hath re 

%%% — — 

© This wide creation. She in lonely fands 

© Shall bid the tow'r-cncircled ciey riſe, 

© The barren ſea ſhall people, and the wilds 

Of dreary nature ſhall with plenty clothe ; 

© She ſhall enlighten man's unletter'd race, 

* And with endearing intercourſe unite 


- © Remoteſt nations, ſcorch'd by ful:ry ſuns, 


Or freezing near the ſnow-encruſtes pole: 
© Where'er the joyous vine diſdains to grow, 
© The fruitful olive, or the golden ear; 


* To ev'ry climate ſhall the gifts fupply 
« Of Ceres, Bacchus, and the Athenian maid * ; 
© The graces, joys, emoluments of life, 
* From her exhauſtleſs bounty all ſhall flow.” 
The heavenly prophet ceas'd Olympus heard. 
Straight from their flar-beſpangled thrones deſcend 
On blooming Nyſe a celeftial band, 

The ocean's lord to honour in his child ; 

When o'er his offspring ſmiling, thus began 

The trident ruler. © Commerce be thy name: 
To thee I give the empire of the main, 
+ From where the morning breathes it's eaſtern gale, 
* To th" undifcover'd limits of the weſt; 


gd Minors, the tyrlary goes of the Athenians, to whow: tis gave the 


« From 
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« From chilling Boreas to extreme foath, — BAT He 
« Thy univerſal reign.” Minerva next 
With wiſdom biefs'd her, Mercury with art, 
The Lemaian god with induſtry ; and laſt 
Majeftick Pharbus, o'er the infant long 
In contemplation pauſing, thus declar'd | 
From his enraptur'd lip his matchleſs boon. 

© Thee with divine invention I endow, 
© That ſecret wonder, goddeſs, to diſcloſe ; 
« By which, the wiſe, the virtuous, and the brave, 
 * The heaven-taught poet and exploring age. 
* Shall paſs recorded to the verge of time.* 

Her yes of „. 
When to her mother's natal foil repair 
The new divinity, whoſe parting ſtep 
To her alone infeparably join d; 
Of ever- ſmiling Plenty. Thus adorn'd, 
Attended thus, great Goddeſs, thou began ſt 
Then rude and joylefs, deflin'd to repair 
The various ills which earlieſt ages ru'd 
From the dire vaſe releafs*d th' impriſon'd woes. 
In horrid rocks and folitary woods, . k. 
Didf charm to ſweet fociety ; didſt caſt 
The op foundations, wheee the fazer prids 


* Vulcan, the tutelary deity of Lemnos. 
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Of exiyſin® ciaies entry ang am te: wool 
The ſurge-dividing keel, and ſtately maſt, 
To northern Albion's tin-embowell'd fields, 
Of cloud-envelop'd Tenerife convey'd. 
Thou trod'ſt, exploring each propitious ſtar, 
The danger-braving mariner to guide ; 
Then all the latent and myſterious pow rs 
Of number did unravel: laſt, w crown 
Thou gav' him letters ; there imparting all 
Laws, learning, wiſdom, Nature's works reveal d 
By godlike fages, all Minerva's arts, 

Apollo's mulick, and th” eternal voice 

Of Virtue ſounding from the hiftorick roll, 

The philoſophick page, and poet's ſong. 

Now Solitude and Silence from the ſhores 
Retreat, on pathleſs mountains to reſide ; 
Barbarity is polik'd, infant arts 
Bloom in the defart, and benignant peace, 

With hoſpitality, begin to ſoothe 
Unſocial Rapine, and the thirſt of blood; 
The kindly ſtream : anon the bounteous god 


* . i flowed, that leters were Gin 
vented amongſt the trading parts of the world. 


Dwells 
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Dwells on the teeming champain, and endows 
The ſleeping grain with vigour to attire 

In one bright harveſt all the Pharian plains. 
Thus, when Pygmalian from Phoenician Tyre 
Indignant Commerce, turning from the walls 
Herſelf had rais'd, her welcome ſway enlarg d 
The fruits of all it's climes 3 Cecropian oil, * 
The Thracian vintage, and Panchaian gums, 
Which old Ofiris to his Zgypt gave, 
And Ceres to Sicania 1. Thou didſt raiſe 
Th' lonian name, O Commerce ! thou the domes 
Of ſumptuous Corinth, and the ample round 
Of Syracuſe didſt people ! All the wealth 
And golden-channelPd Tagus ; all the ſpoils 
From fair Trinacria $5 waſted ; all the powers 
Of conquer'd Africk*s tributary realms, 
To fix thy empire on the Lybian verge, 
Thy native tract: the nymphs of Nyſa hail 
Oer Triton's facred waters, but in vain. 
The irreverſible decrees of Heaven 

To far more northern regions had ordain'd 
Thy laſting ſeat : in vain th” imperial port 
Receives the gather'd riches of the world ; 
In vain whole climates bow beneath it's rule; 

| Behold the toil of centuries to Rome 

It's glories yields, 9." - IE 
Of it's deep-rooted greatneſs ; thou with tears 


M - Athens was d Cecropia, from Cecrops it's felt king, 


1 Another name of Sicily, which was frequently ravaged by the Carthage- 
nians. | 


From 
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= . And theſe thy periſh'd honours long deplore. 
What though rich Gades *, what though poli Rhode, 
The learn'd Maſiylians +, and Ligurian 1 towers; 

And Venice, miei of the Grecian ifles, ö; 
With all the Egean floods, awhile might ſoothe a 
The fad remembrance; what though, led through climes 


OF Tagus || n the flormy cape, which braves 
The huge Athantick; what though Antwerp grew 
Didſt ſhower thy bleſſings with unſparing hands: 
Still on thy grief-indented heart imprefs'd 
The great Amilcar's valour, fill the deeds 
Of Afdrubal and Mago, fiill the loſs 
Ot thy unequal Annibal remain'd; 
Till from the ſandy mouths of echoing Rhine, 
And founding margin of the Scheld and Maeſe, 
With fudden roar the angry voice of war 
Alarm'd thy languor ; wonder turn'd thy eye. 
Lo! in bright arms a bold militia food, 
Arrang'd for battle: from afar thou faw'ft 
The ſnowy ridge of Appennine, the fields 
To cruſh this daring populace. The pride 
Of kierceſt kings with more inflam'd revenge 
Ne'er mena©'d freedoe ; nor ice dauntleſs Greece, 


_ ©® Cadiz. 


1 4 Marſeilles, a Grecian colony, the moſt civilized, — the greateSizad- 
—— 


Ir. The Portygueſe diſcovered the Cape of Good Hope in 1437. 


And 


BEAUTIES * POETRY: 


- of pop ray — 8 
For liberty, or death. — OR [Ys 

Deſcend more kindly on the tender flow'r, 3 —_— 
Naw-here and op/ning on ir Tip of Toring, | Nat | — 


© Jnfatiate race! the ſhame of poliſh'd lands! 
© Diſprace of Europe ! for inhuman deeds 
And infolence renown'd ! what demon led 
* Thee firſt to plough the undifcover'd fuarge, 
© Which lav'd an hidden world ? Whoſe malice taught 
* Thee firſt wo taint with rapine and with rage, 
Wich more than ſavage thirſt of blood, the arts, 
Zy me for gentleſt intercourſe ordain'd, 
For mutual aids, aud hoſpitable ties 
From ſhore to ſhore? Or that pernicious hour, 
Was Heaven diſguſted with it's wondrous works, 
* That to thy fell, exterminating hand, : 
* Th' immenſe Peruvian empire it relign'd, 
And all which lordly Montezuma + fway'sd ? 
And com ſt thou, krengthen' d with the ſhining ſtores | 
Of that gold-teeming hemiſphere, to waſte 
* The ſmiling fields of Europe, and extend 
Thy bloody ſhackles o'er theſe happy feats 
Of liberty ? Preſumptuous nation! learn, 
1 * From this dire period ſhall thy glories fade, 

— * Thy flaughter'd youth thall fatten Belgium”s fands. 

; '® The Dutch. 

+ Montezuma, Emperor of Mexico. 
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And Viftory againſt her Albion's cliffs 

© Shall fee the blood-empurpł d ocean daſh 

© Thy welt'ring hofs, and flain the chalky hore : 
In ſervile chains, hereafter ſhall ſupport 

© Thy weaken'd throne ; when Heaven's affiifling hand 
_ © Of all thy power defpoils thee; when alone, 

© Of all which c'er hath fignaliz's thy name, 

© Thy infolence and cruelty remain.” 

Thus, with her clouded viſage wrapp'd in frowns, 

The goddeſs threaten'd, and the daring train 
Of her untam'd militia, torn with wounds, 
Deſpiſing fortune, from repeated foils 
At length through deluges of blood ſhe led 
To envied greatneſs; een while clam*rous Mars 
With loudeſt clangor bade his trumpet ſhake 
The Belgian champain, ſhe their ſtandard rear d 
On tributary Java, and the ſhores 
OF huge Borneo; thou, Sumatra, beard'ſt 
Her naval thunder, Ceylon's trembling ſons 
Their fragraut flores of cinnamon reſign'd, 
And odour-breathing Ternate and Tidore 
Their ſpicy groves. And O, whatever coat 
To hoary Zembla, cr to Indian ſuns, 
Still thather be extended thy renown, 
O William, pride of Orange ; and ador'd 

Thy virtues, which diſdaining life, or wealth, 
Or empire, whether in thy dawn of youth, 
Thy glorious non of manhood, or the night, 
The fatal night of death, no other care 
 Beiides the publick on d. And dear to fame 


He was aſſaſſinated at Delf. 8 © Lord have mercy 
+ upon this people dee Grot. de Bell. Belg. 
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Alike in letters and in arms to ſhine, 1 8 
A dauntleſs warrior, and a learned bard. Bo * 4 
Him Spain's ſurrounding hf for Ranger marks, 


Of blood-ftain'd Harlem: ele 7 
Superior to deſpair; the heav*nly Nine : 2497 
Of memorable bards, by Mars adorn'd a2 1 
Wi wreaths of fame ; . ies 
Who with melodious praiſe, to nobleſt deeds . 


Their danger ſhar'd ; Tyrtaus t. who revived 
Brave Afſchylus || and Sophocles $, around Þ 1 
Mix'd with the warrior's laurel; all furpaſs'd 

By Douzz's valour: ar | 
Their high reward, r 
TY inviacible Batavians, till, rever'd 
Among the mightieſt, on the brighteſt roll | 
Of fame they ſhone, by fleadit weak end your 


* Janus Douza, a famous poet, and 3 "Be 


commanded in Leyden, when it was ſo obſtinately beſieged by the Spaniards in | 


1570 See Meurtii Athen. Bat. 
* Orpheus, one of the Argonauts, who fet fail from loleos, 6 wwn in The. 


5 When the Spartans were greatly diſtzeſſe2 in the Meſſenian war, they ap- 
plied to the Athenians for a general, who ſent them the poet Ty 


cb len one of the moſt ancient trick poets, who r- Ba 


in the battles of Marathon and Salamis. 
„ countrymen, tha Athenians, DEI 


2K 2  Grac'd 
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| Grac'd and ſupported ; thus a genial foil 
Ad, it firengeh to flouriſh, till a laſt = 

Ft rears amĩdſt the proudeſt of the grove. 

Vet bete thy eternal fates thy laſt retreat 
Deny, a mightier nation they prepare 
—————— | 

From reign to reign, nor leG than Belgjam known 
For bold contention oft on crimſon fields, 
In free-tongu'd ſenates oft with nervous laws 
To circumſeribe, or conquering to depoſe 

The joy of freedom, dread of treach'rous kings, 
The deſtin'd miſtreſs of the ſuhjett main, 

And arbitreſs of Europe, now demands 

Thy preſence, goddeſs. It was now the time, 
Ee yet perfidious Cromwell dard profane 
The facred ſenate, and with impious feet T 
Tread on the pow'rs of magiſtrates and laws, 
While ev'ry arm was chill'd with cold amaze, 
Nor one in all that dauntleſs train was found 

To pietce the ruſſian's heart; and now thy name 
Was heard in thunder through th' affrighted ſhores 
Oft pale Iberia, of ſubmiſſive Gaul, 

And Tagus, trembling to his utmoſt ſource. 


- 


aa 

2 
— 

— was Wh fat four princes who gave any conſiderable en- 


couragement to trade. | 
* - 80 
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The goddeſs drew, where gratefal he beſto d d 
Th' unbounded empire of her father's floods, 

Pleas'd with. the fer Thames, it's gentle fiream, 

And filing banks, it's joy-Grftuling hills, - 
Which clad with ſplendoar, and with beauty ru. 
Oferlook his lucid boſon; pleas's with thee, — 
Thou nurſt of arts, and thy mduſtrious races; 
Sagacious converſe, to enquiry led, 

And zeal for knowledge : hence the op'ning mind 

Reſigns it's errors, and unſeals the eye 

Of blind Opinion ; Merit hence is heard 

Amidſt it's bluſhes, dawning arts ariſe, 

The gloomy clouds, which ignorance or fear 

ql the pedo er TO ECT 

Wick publick cares i warmly thy ese hence, 
Illuftrious city, thou doſt raiſe to fame. | 
How many names of glory mayſt thou trace 

From earlieſt annals down to Barnard”s * times ! 

And O! if like that eloquence divine, 

And her infolted majely he pad. 

Theſe humble meaſures flow'd, then too thy walls | 
Might undifgrac'd reſound thy poet's name, 

Who now, all-fearful to thy praiſe, attunes 

His lyre, and pays his grateful ſong to thee, 

Thy votary, O Commerce! Gracious Pow'r, 
Continue ſlill to hear my vows, and bleſs 

My honourable induſtry, which courts 

No other ſmile but thine ; for thou alone 


* Sir John Barnard. 
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But to my dwelling grant the folema calm | 

| — ä — 
—̃ leave their fhered haunts, 
And grace a mortal manſion ; thou divide | 
With them my labours; pleaſure I refign, 
And, all devoted to my miduzght lamp, 
Ten now, when Albion, o'er the foaming breaſt 
OF groaning Tethys ſpreads it's threat'ning fleets, 
I graſp the ſounding ſhell, prepar'd to ſing | 
That hero's valour, who ſhall beſt confound 

His injur'd country's foes; een now I feel 
Celeſtial fires deſcending on my breaſt, 

Which prompt thy daring ſuppliant io explore, 
Why, though deriv'd from Neptune, though rever'd 
Thou never yet from eldeſt times haſt found 

One permanent abode; why oft expell'd 

Thy favour'd feats, from clime to clime haft borne 
Thy wand"ring fteps; why London late hath ſeen 
Ofercloud thy brow : O liſten, while the Muſe, 
Th' immortal progeny of Jove, unfolds 
'The fatal cauſe. What time in Nyſa's cave 

TY ethereal train, in honour to thy fire, 

Shower d on thy birth their blended gifts, the pow's 
Of war was abſent ; hence, unblef'd by Mars, 
Thy ſons relinquiſh'd arms, on other arts 

Intent, and ſtill to mercenary hands | 

The fword entrutting, Gs. Ras went 
Could purchaſe laſting fafety, and protect 
Unwarlike Freedom; hence the Alps in vain 

And dreary torrents; fwol'n with Roman dead, 
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In vain, and deep-dy d Traſimenus rolFd 0 
The fame alone of great Amilcar's fon 4 
Enlarg'd, while ſtill undiſciplin'd, diſmay'd, 
Her head — ¶ dew ark 

To military Rome: th unalter d will | 

| And ev'ry age, that empire hall attend 

Now ſmiles; our wary magiſtrates have arm'd 
To caſt inglorious indolence aſide, 

That once again, in bright battalions rang d. 
Their country's only rampart, and the dread 
Would riſe to arms ; and other fields and chiefs, 
With Helſingburgh + and Steinboch foon would ſhare 
The admiration of the northern world: 
Helvetia's hills behold ; ih azrial ſeat 

Of long-ſupported Liberty, who thence, 

Securely reſting on her faithful ſhield, 

The warrior's corſelet flaming on her breaſt, | 
In ſervitude around her ; and, her ſword 


n 
* Trebia, Trafimenus Lacus, and Canna, famous for the viftories gained by 
} Helfingburgh, a ſmall town in Schonen, celebrated for the victory which 
Count Steinboch gained over the Danes, with an army for the moſt part conn 
poſed of Swediſh peaſants, who had never ſeen an enemy before : it is remark- = 
Me able, that the defeated troops were a: compleat a body of regular furces as any 
in all Europe, 
" The 
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The Auſtrian cagles e imperious Galt. 
And © could thoſe Ul-fared ſhades ariſe, Gd 
Of Newbury * thy creed, they could nl. P 
How their loafers Witty, & ot - © 
Oer hills of flain'by t Rüpel, 
Whoſe dreaded fandard Vidiory kiFWhv'sd, + 
Of London's firm militis; and refign'd 
The well-Giſputed Feld; thin, goddef, far, = 
Shall we be now more timid, when behold vt 
And England's angry genius ſounds to arms? 1 * 
For thee, remember; is the banner end: 
4 Will fveep the curling foam?" the thund'ring bomb 
q Old Nereus daughters; with combuſtion ſtor d 
For thee our dire volcanos of the main, 
Impregnated with horror, ſoon will pour 50 
; Inflame ; and you, ye ſear-diſclaiming race, 
1 Ye mariners of Britain, choſen train 
Secrete your gen vous valour ; hear the tal} 


® The London train'd bands, and auxiliary regiments, (of whoſe inexperience 
of danger, or any kind of ſervice, beyond the eaſy practice of their poſtures in 
ws wonder; and were, in truth, the preſervation of that army that aay : for 
they ſtood as a bubwark and rampire to defend the reſt; and when their wings of 
Bel were ſcattered and diſperſed, kept their ground fo fteadily, that though 
Prince Ruyert himſelf led up the choice horſe to charge them, and endured the 
form of finall hot, he could make no impreſſion on their ſtand of pikes, but 
was forced to wheel about.Clarendon, bock 7. p. 347, | 


| « = 


OP 1 * 9 =_ 
-. —_ 

- == 

8 3 "AX 

4 F N 
84 1 % p 7 
2 q 4 
85 19 


N * 
* 5 : Ms 
* * 

% 4 


a. = 4. i. ii. itt ad 


=o . 


© Qheipcountey's winch, and Time's 


His pow'rful 


| For children, parents, 
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© bid the furies of Bellona wake, . 


* 
1 25 


And that new Cyrus of the conquer'd EA. 4 * 
Who now in wembling vailalage unites 


I ehe 


Hir liberty, ber kmo@, thould ſuſtain | 
The dreadfy onſet, and reünleße break 
TY i array*; ans Semi ghee hought * 
E'er to invade anne e repoſe, * 


Mutt die, IRE. * 1 
Her fons ſhall blefs with 'WciplineW b 
That exil'd race, in wy rr — 2 9 
The fervile pupils of —_ 2 
With diſtant gaze defpairing ſhall eee | 


The guarded ſplendors of Britannia's crown ; 
Sein from their Wdicated fray eſtrang d. 
With all th* attendance on 'Gefpotick thrones, 
Priefts, ignorance, and bang; with watchful fleps 
Gigantick Terror, ſridiag found our coaſt, — * 
Shall hake his Gorgon zgis, and eie hearts . 
Ot proudeft kings appal: ether mores, On 
Our angry fleets, when inſolence and * 


To arms awakeꝶ o Vindiv Power, f 
Shall bear the Mideous waſte of ruthlefs * 
But Liberty, Secuzity, and Fame, 8 3 
Shall dwell fot evet on our choſen plains. N 
x 
* = 13 | * 
THE VANITY or HUMAN WISHES. 
: BY DR.” 101x908. 
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E T Obſervation, 2 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru; 
Remark each anxious toil, each eager ſtrife;” 
wa oa 
„ 1 
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kingdom, may be relied on, it is not eaſy to conceive, how the united force of 
| the whole world could aiſemble together, and ſubfft in an enemy ' country, Ges- 
1 than they 22 nem bere. 


LY 


Then 


KT - 0 
2 . 
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; g Then fay how Hope and Fear, Beige Hate, = wi © 


4 


' Untouch'd his cottage, and his lambers ſound, 


"6 The needy trayeller, ſerene and gay, 


Does envy ſeize thee—cruſh th upblaiding joy, 
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Oerſpread with ſnares the clouded maze of Fate Fate, ... 


Where wav ring man, betray'd by vent'rous Þ * 
* e 
n | __ 
4 4 * Shuns fancy U fle. or 2 chaſes in good. C | 
A Ries the bold hand, R 12 4 
WO” 
r an 


With fatal ſweetneſs elocution figns ; 


And refleſ fre precigitates op death- 6. : 
| Bat ſcarce obfery'd, 6s kngwing ag Ge bold. W 


| Wide-wafting peſt ! that rages — 
And caps with crimes the recods of mankind: 3 
For gold his fword the hireling raffian draws, ,, 
For gold the hireling judge Aeg the hn: 
n 
La ry tell where zival kingy command. 
— GE GOT I; 
ſtatues gleam the refuſe of the ſword, 
Haw muck mate GG the vail ghan the lord; | 
Law ſouls the hind beneath the rage of pow'r, .. 
© And leaves the wealthy traitor in the Tom“ 


Tho? Confiſcation's vultures hover round, | 


Fs * £ 
. 4 * N 


Walks the wild hearh, and fings his toil away. 


- Increaſe his riches, , nd his peace deſtroy ; 


2L 2 


” urn. oF ee, 
New nid p de... 
—— — 
Nor light nen darkneſs bring his pain relief, 
One hows ty phipder, and one hides the thief. 
2 3 
3 — * 
Fame and the gaping dei. 


And feed with varied fools th' eternal 3 
Thou who een where Want exchain'd Caprice, | 1 
Toil craſh'd Conceit, aud Yan was of a piece ; I 
Where Wealih unlor'd, without a mourner dy's, + 

And ſcarce a fycoghant was fed by Pride; . 4 


Where ne'er was Known the form of mock debate, 


Or ſeen a neu- made mayor's unwieldy ftate ; 
Where 


— ———— 


— — 
———— 

The robes of Pleaſure, and the veils of Wee: 
All aid the farce, and all thy minth maintain, 


Sock wos the rom — mind, 
Renews at cv'ry glance on human-kind; 
How juſt that bonn ere yet thy voice declare, | 


Athirſt for wealth, and burning to be great; 3 
reer we .4 
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That hung the bright palladium of the place, | * © 


* 


Toei the church, the realm, ; 
Turo him the rays of regal bounty une; 
= 7 Sal to new heights his refilefs wiſhes tow'r, 
$: Ir to claim, and pow'r advances pow'r 5 
"|  — Till conqueſt uncefifted cas d to pleaſe, * 
and watch the fign io hate. 


** 


| At once is loſt the pride of avful ftate. 
The golden canopy, the glitt ring plate, 


* 
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28 . 
Shalp Wolſey's wealth, with Wolſey's end, be thine ? | 
Or By thou now, with ſafer pride content, s 
THR juilge ani the banks of Tres; 3 
Ou weal foundations raiſe th* enormous weight? 
Why, but to fink beneath Mis fortune's blow, 
With Touder ruin to the gulplis below? o 
What gave great Villiers to th“ aſfaſſin's knife, 
And fix d diſeaſe on Harley's cloſing life? 1 
What murder'd Wentworth, and what exil'd Hyde, 
By kings protefted, and tocings ally'd? 
What, but thaw wiſh indulg d in courts to ſhine, _ 
And pow'r too great to keep, or to reſign? — 9 1 1 
The young enthuſiaſt quits his eaſe for fame; _ = 
Thro' all his veins the fever of renown * bw 
O'fer Bogldey's dome his future labourspread, 
And Bacon's manſiog trembles o'er his head *. 
Are theſe thy views? proceed, Ulyſtrious youth, 


Meet 


+: wall 
+ &- 


And Virtug guard thee to the throne of, Truth! we 
Yet ſhould thy foul indulge the geg rous heat, is 


* Till captive Science yields her laſt retreat; „ 
Should Reaſon guide thee with her brighteſt ray, * 
89 I 5 


There is c 
over the bridge, will fall, when a man greater than Eacon ſhall paſs under its 
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"4 he Praiſe relax, nor Dificulty fright; © * 
| Should tempting NoMiry thy cell rain, oY * 


Here Lydiat's life, and Galileo's end. 


„ 


3 * 1EAUrRESs or rohrd v 
— Tares tools delight, 


Aud Sloth effuſe her apiate fumes in vain ; * 
Should Beauty VkHt on fops her fatal dart, 
thr cleim the hong of 2 hWaner Vit _ 
Nor Melancholy's „ 
Yet hope not life from grief or danger free, 'V 
Nor think the doom of thim'revers'd for hee: £2 WM 
'Deign on the paſing world to turn thine eyes, | 
And pauſe awhile from letters, to be wile ; 
There mark what ills the ſcholars life aſſail, 


Teil, envy, _ RET. 


If dreams 3 - =} 


Nor deem, when Learning her laſt prize b 
The glitt ring eminence exempt from woes; 
See, when the vulgar "Tape, deſpis'd or awd, © Ws 
Rebellion's vengefal talons ſeize on Lau 
Fram meaner minds, tho ſmaller fines content, % 3 
Tue plunder'd palace or fequeſter'd rent; FEY 
N I ns. 
renne 
Bat hear his death, ye blockheads—hear, ud fiejy 

The feftal blazes, the triumphal ſhow, 

The raviſh'd ſtandard, and the captive foe, 


> 


_ The ſenate's thanks, the Gazette's pompous tale, a 4 
| With force reſiſtleſs o'er the brave prevail. | 


Suck bribes the rapid Greek o'er Afia whirP@, 


For ſuch the fteady Romans ſhook the world; 


Far fach in diſtant land the Britons ſhine, 


And ſtain with blood the Danube or the Rhine: 


re 


© 


(everlaſting debt ; "= 
— right eanrey | 
* or on ſtones decay. 
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d lord of pleaſure and of pain: 
to him pacifick ſceptres yield, 
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4 And one cagiaglate, and ave reſigns” 2 
Peace courts Ws hand, „. 
< Think nothing gain d,“ he cries, H nought remain, 
On Moſcow's walls till Gothick ftandards fly, 
£ * And all be mingSeneath the polar fry.” | 
| And nations on his eye falpended wait ; | 
Stern Famine guards the ſolitary conſt, 
And Winter barricades the realm of Froft. 
He comes; 222 | 
And ſhews his miſerjes in diftant lands; 
Condemn'd a needy fupplicant to wait, 
ut did not Chance it length her error mend ? 
Did no fubverted empire mark his end? 
Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound, 
Or hefiile millinns perks kins to the ground 7 
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His fall was deſtin'd to a barren ſtrand, 
A petty fortreſs, and a dubious hand; 
He left che name, at which the world grew pale, 
To point 2 moral, or adorn a tale. | 
All times their ſcenes of pompous woes afford, 
From Perfia's tyrant to Bavaria's lord. 
In gay hoſtility, and barb'rous pride, 
With half mankind embattled at his fide, 
Great Xerxes comes to ſeize the certain prey, 
And ftarves exhauſted regions in his way: 
Attendant Flatt'ry counts his myriads o'er, 
Till counted myriads ſoothe his pride no more; 
Freſh praiſe is try'd, till madneſs fires his mind, 
The waves he laſhes, and enchains the wind ; 
New pow'rs are claim, new pow'rs are flill beflow'd, 
The daring Greeks deride the martial ſhow, 
And heap their vallies with the gaudy foe : 
TVinſubed fro wich bambler thoughts he gains, 
A fingle fkiff to ſpeed his flight remains; 
TY incumber'd oar ſcarce leaves the dreaded coaſt, 
Thro? purple billows, and a floating hoſt. 

The bold Bavarian, in a lucklefs hour, 
Tries the dread ſummits of Ceſarean pow'r ; 
And fees defencelefs realms receive his ſway. 
Short (way! fair Auſtria ſpreads her mournful charms, 
The queen, the beauty, fers the world in arms; 
Prom hill to hill the beacon's rouzing blaze 
Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praiſe. 
The fierce Croatian, and the wild Huſfar, 
And all the ſons of ravage, croud the war; 
The baſſied prince, in honour”s flatt'ring bloom, 
Nn foes derifion, and his ſubjects blame, 
—— 
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Enlarge my life with multitude of days!” 

In health, in ficknefs, thus the ſuppliant prays; 

Hides from himſelf his fate, and ſhuns to know, 

That life protracted, is protracted woe. 

Time hovers o'er, impatient to deſtroy, 

And ſhuts up all the paſſages of joy: 

In vain their gifts the bounteous ſeaſons pour, 

The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flow'r; 

Approach, ye minſtrels, try the foothing ſtrain, 

And yield the tuneful lenitives of pain: 

No founds, alas! would touch th' impervious ear, 

Nor ſweeter muſick of a virtuous friend; 

Perverſely grave, or politively wrong. 

Perplex the fawning niece and pamper d gueſt, 

IW I Ing G0ns 

And ſcarce a legacy can bribe to hear: 

The watchful guefts ſtill hint the laſt offence, 

The daughter's petulance, the ſon's expence; 

Improve his heady rage with treach'rous fill, 
Unnumber'd maladies his joints invade, 

Lay fiege to life, and preſs the dire blockade; 

But unextinguiſh'd Av'rice ſtill remains, 

And dreaded loſſes aggravate his pains : 

He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands, 

His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands; 

Unlocks his gold, and counts i- till he dies. 
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But grant, the vietues of a temp'rate prime 
Bleſs with an age exempt from fcorn or crime ; 
An age that melts in unperceiv'd decay, 

And glides in modeſt innocence away; 

Whoſe peaceful day Benevolence endears, 
Whoſe night congratulating Conſcience chears ; 
The gen'ral fav'rite, as the gen'ral friend; 
Such age there is, and who could wiſh it's end? 
| Yet cen on this her load Misfortune flings, 
New ſorrow riſes as the day returns, 

A ſiſter fickens, or a daughter mourns. 

Now lacerated friendſhip claims a tear. 

Year chaſes year, decay purſues decay, 
Superfluous lags the vet'ran on the ftage; 

Till pitying Nature figns the laſt releaſe, 

And bids afflifted worth retire to peace. 

Who ſet unclouded in the gulphs of Fate. 
eu Tydie's manmed Goats Ge wed Elina, 
By Solon caution'd to regard his end, 

In life's laſt ſcene what prodigies ſurprize, 
Fears of the brave, and follies of the wiſe? 


From Marlb*rough's eyes the ſtreams of dotage flow, 


And Swift expires a driv'ler and a ſhow. 

The teeming mother, anxious for her race, 
| Regs for each birth the fortune of a face: 
_ Yer Vane could tell what ills from beauty fpring; 
And Sedley curs'd the form that pleas'd a king. 
Ye nymphs of roſy lips and radiant eyes, 
Whom Pleaſure keeps too buſy to be wiſe; 
Whom joys with foft varieties invite, 
By day he frolick, and the dance by night; 
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Who frown with vanity, who ſmile with art, 

And aſt the lateſt faſhion of the heart; 

What cas, win cules jrigdenlied themes 028 Gon, 

Each nymph your rival, and each youth your flave? 

Leſs heard, and lefs, the faint remonſirance falls; 

Tir'd with contempt, the quits the flipp'ry reign, 

And Pride and Prudence take her feat in vain. 

In croud at once, where none the paſs defend, 

The harmleſs Freedom, and the private Friend. 

The guardians yield, by force ſuperior ply'd; 

By Int'reft, Prudence; and by Flatt'ry, Pride. 

Wow Becury faile, bewey's, Gnfjir's, diſtreſs d, 
Where then Woll Hope and Fear their objects find? 

Muſt dull Sufpenſe corrupt the ſtagnant mind? | 

Muſt helpleſs man, in ignorance ſedate, 

Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate? 

Muſt no diſlike alarm, no wiſhes riſe, 

No cries attempt the mercies of the ſkies ? 

Which Heav'n may hear, nor deem religion vain. 

Still raiſe for good the ſupplicating voice, 

But leave to Heav'n the meaſure and the choice. 

The fecret ambuſh of a ſpecious pray r. 

Implore his aid, in his deciſions reſt, 

Yet when the ſenſe of Sacred Preſence fires, 

And firong devotion to the fkies aſpires, 

Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind, 

Obedient paſſions, and a will reſign'd; 

For Love, which ſcarce collective man can fill; 

For Fatience, for'reign o'er tranſmuted ill; 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 277 


For Faith, that, panting for a happier ſeat, 

Counts death kind Nature's fignal of retreat: 

Theſe goods for man the laws of Heav'n ordain, 
Th:ſe goods he grants, who grants the pow'r to gaing 
With theſe, celeſtial Wiſdom calms the mind, 

And makes the happineſs ſhe does not find. 


MONIMIA TO PHILOCLES. 


BY LORD HERVEY. 


INCE language never can expreſs my pain, 
How can I hope to move when I complain? 

Yet ſuch is woman's frenzy in diſtreſs, 

We love to plead, tho hopeleſs of redrefs. 

| Perbaps, affecting ignorance, thou'It fay, 
From wkence theſe lines? whoſe meſſage to convey?” 

Mock not my grief with that feign'd, cold demand, 

Too well you know the hapleſs writer's hand: 

But if you force me to avow my ſhame, 

Behold them prefac'd with Monimia's name. 

Loſt to the world, abandon's and ſorlorn, | ; 
Expos'd to infamy, reproach, and fcorn, 7 l 
To joy and comfort loſt, and all for you, | | 
And lofi, perhaps, to your remembrance too 3 
How hard my lot! what refuge can I try, 

Weary of life, and yet afraid to die? 
Of hope, the wretch's laſt reſort, bereft, 
By friends, by kindred, by my lover, left. 
Oh! frail dependance of confiding fools, 
On lovers oaths, or friendſhip's ſacred rules! a 
Too late, in modern hearts, alas! I find, : 
Monimia's fall'n, and Philocles“ unkind ! q 
To theſe re flections, each flow-wearing day, 

And each revolving night, a conſtant prey, 
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Think what I ſafer, nor ungentle hear 
What madneſs dictates in my fond deſpair; 
Grudge not this ſhort relief—too faſt it flies! 
Nor chide that weakneſs I myſeif deſpiſe. 
For ſure one moment is at leaſt her due, 
Who facrific'd her all of life for you. 
Without a frown this farewel then receive, 
For tis the laſt my fatal love ſhall give; 
Nor this I would, if reafon could command, 
But what reſtriction reins a lover's hand ? 
Nor prudence, ſhame, nor pride, td frm, 
The band implicitly the heart obeys: 
Too well this maxim has my conduct ſhewn, 
Too well that conduct to the world is known. 

Oft have I writ, as often to the flame 
Condemn'd the after-witnefs of my ſhame; 
Oft in my cooler, recollefied thought, 
Thy beaoties and my fondneſs half forgot, 
(How ſhort thoſe intervals for reaſonꝰs aid !) 
Thus to myſelf in anguiſh have I faid— 


© Thy vain remonſtrance, fooliſh maid, give o'er; 
Who ad the wrong, can ne er that wrong deplore.” 


I form thee melting, as I tell my pain. 
If not of rock thy flinty heart is made, 
Or tigers nurs'd thee in the deſart ſhade, 
This would at leaſt thy cold compaſſion prove, 
That flender ſuſlenance of greedy love: 

Tho? no return my warmer wiſhes find, 

Be to the wretch, tho? not the miflrefs, kind: 
Nor whilſt | court my melancholy ftate, 

Forget *twas love, and thee, that wrought my fate. 
— Without reſtraint, habituate to range 

The paths of pleaſure, can I bear the change? 
Doom'd from the world unwilling to retire, 

Ia bloom of life, and warms with young defre. 
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In lieu of roofs, with regal ſplendor gay, 
Condemn'd in diſtant wilds to drag the day ; 
Where beaſts of prey maintain their ſavage court, 
Or human brutes (the worſt of brutes!) reſort. 
Yes, yes, this change I could unſighing fee, 
For none | mourn, but what I find in thee: 
There centre all my woes; thy heart eſtrang d. 
I weep my lover, not my fortune, chang d. 
Bleſs'd with thy preſence, I could all forget, 
Nor gilded palaces in huts regret; 
But exil'd thence, ſuperfluous is the reſt, | 
Each place the fame, my hell is in my breaſt; 
To pleaſure dead, and living but to pain, 
My only ſenſe, to fuſer and complain. 

As all my wrongs diftrefsful I repeat, 
Say, can thy pulſe with equal cadence beat? 


Canſt thou know peace? is conſcience mute within? 


That upright delegate for ſecret fin; 

Is nature fo extinguith'd in thy heart, 

Not one repentant throb, one grateful figh? 
Thy breaſt unruffied, and unwet thine eye? 
Thos cool betrayer, temperate in ill! 


| Thou, nor remorſe, nor thought humane, canft feel- 


Nature has form'd thee of the rougher kind, 
And education more debas'd thy mind. 
Dorn in an age when Guilt and Fraud prevail, 
Thy looſe companions, a licentious crew, 
Moſt to each other, all to us untrue; 
Whom chance or habit mix, but rarely choice, 
Not leagu'd in friendſhip, but in ſocial vice; 
Who, indigent of honour, as of ſhame, 
Glory in crimes which others bluſh to name; 
By right or wrong diſdaining to be mov'd, 
Vayiacipled, cating, and nalev's. | 
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The fair, who truſis their proftituted vows, 
Ir not their falſhood, ftill their boaſts expoſe; 
Nor knows the wiſeſt to elude the harm! 
E'en ſhe whoſe prudence ſhuns the tinſe] charm, 
They know to flander, though they fail to warm: 
They make her languiſh in ſictitious flame, 
Affi ſome ſpecious ſcandal on her name, | 
And baffled by her virtue, triumph o'er her fame! 
Theſe are the leaders of thy blinded youth, 
Theſe vile ſeducers laugh'd thee out of truth; 
Or Friendſhip's band, or Hymen's facred chain; 
Morality as weakneſs they upbraid, 
Nor een revere Religion's hallow'd head; 
Alike they ſpurn divine and human laws, 
Curſe on that tongue whoſe vile pernicious art 
Delights the ear but to corrupt the heart; 
That takes advantage of the cheartul hour, 
When weaken'd Virtue bends to Nature's pow'r; 
And would the goddels in the foul e fface, 
To ſubſtitute diſhonour in her place. 
With ſuch you loſe the day in falſe delight, 
In lewd debauch you revel out the night. 
(O fatal commerce to Monimia's peace!) 
Their arguments convince becauſe they pleaſe 
Whilſt ſophiſtry for reaſon they admit, 
And wander daazled in the glare of wit: 
Wir that dn ill a ſpecious luſtre throws, 
And in falſe colours ev'ry object ſhows; | 
That gilds the wrong, depreciating the right, 
And herts the judgment, while it feaſts the lights 
_ $0 in the priſm, to the deluded eye, 
Each pifiur'd trifle takes a rainbow dye; 
Wick borrow'd charms the gaudy proſpect glows, 
But truth revers'd the faithleſs mirror ſhows ; 


Inverted 
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Inverted ſcenes in bright confuſion lie, | 


Aud lawns impending ſhade the nether ty ; 
No juſt, no real images we meet, | 
Ofc I revolve, in this diſtracted mind, 
Butoh! how dear their memory I pay! 
What pleaſures paſt can preſent cares allay ? 
Of all I love for ever diſpoſſeſs'd : 
Ab! what avails, to think I once was blefs'd ! 
Hard diſpoſition of unequal fate, 
Mix'd are our joys, and tranſient are their date; 
Nor can reflection bring them back again, 
Yet brings an after- ſting to ev'ry pain. 
Thy fatal letters, O immoral youth, 
Thoſe perjur d pledges of ſictitious truth, 
Dear as they were, no ſecond joy afford; 
My cred”lous heart once leap'd at ev*ry word, 
My glowing boſom throbb'd with thick-heav'd ſighs, 
And floods of rapture ruſh'd into mine eyes: 
When now repeated (for the theft was vain, 
Each treaſur'd ſyllable my thoughts retain) 
Far other paſſions rule, and diff rent care, 
My joys are grief. my tranſports are deſpair. 
Why doſt thou mock the ties of conſtant love? 
| But half it's joys the faithleſs ever prove ; 
When, ſure, the nobleſt is in thoſe we give. 
Acceptance is the heav'n which mortals know, 
Dat tis the bliſs of angels to beſtow. 

Oh! emulate, my love, that taſk divine, 
Be thou that angel, and that heav'n be mine. 
Ves, yet relent, yet intercept my fate: 
Alas ! I rave, and ſae for new deceit. 
Firſt vital warmth ſhall from the grave return, 
Ee love, extinguiſh'd, with freſh ardour burn. 
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Oh! that I dar'd to aft a Roman part, 
And ſtab thy image in this faithful heart, 
There riveted to life ſecure you reign, 
Ab? cruct inmate ! harp'ning ev'ry pain: 

While, coward-like, irreſolute I wait 

Time's tardy aid, nor dare to ruſh on fate; 

Perhaps may linger on life's lateſt tage, 

Nogrief nal ſpread my fails, and ſpeed me o'er | 


MWeſpair my pilot) to that quiet ſhore, 

Where I can truſt, and thou betray no more. 
Might I but once again behold thy charms, 
Might I but breathe my laft in thoſe dear arms, 
On that lov'd face but fix my cloſing eye, 
Permitted where I might not live to die, 
My ſaſten d fate I wou'd accuſe no more! 

But fate has no ſuch happineſs in ſtore. 

Tis paſt, tis done—what gleam of hope behind, 

When I can ne er be falſe, nor thou be kind? RY 
At that laſt word what agonies I feel! 

I faint—1 die—remember, I was true 

Tis all I aſt—eternally—adicy !—— 


THE LAWYER's FAREWEL TO HIS MUSE. 
BY WILLIAM BLACKSTONE, E5Q. 


S, by ſome tyrant's tern command, 
4. A wretch forfakes his native land, 
In foreign climes condemn'd to roam 
And endleſs exile from his home; 

Penfive he treads the deſtin'd way, 

And dreads to go, nor dares to flay ; 
Till ou ſome neighb'ring mountain's brow 
He ſtops, and turns his eyes below z 


Chear'd by the warbling of the woods, 
How bleſs'd my days, my thoughts how free, 
In ſweet ſociety with thee ! 
And years unhecded roll'd along: 
But now the pleaſing dream is o'er, 
Theſe ſcenes muſt charm me now no more; 
Farewel !—a long, a laſt adieu. 
Me, wrangling courts, and ftubborn Law, 
To ſmoak, and crowds, and cities draw ; 
There ſelfiſh Faction rules the day, 
And Pride and Av'rice throng the way: 
Diſeaſes taint the murky air, 
Aud midnight conflagrations glare; 
In frighted ftreets their orgies hold; 
Or, when in filence all is drown'd, 
Fell Murder walks her lonely round: 
No room for peace, no room for you ; 
Auen, celeflial nymph, adient 
SS 
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Shakeſpeare, no more thy fylvan fon, | 
Nor all the art of Addiſon, 
Pope's heav*n-ſtrunglyre, nor Waller's eaſe, 
Nor Milton's mighty ſelf muſt pleaſe : 
Inſtead of theſe, a formal band 
In furs and coifs around me ſtand ; 
With ſounds uncouth, and accents dry, 
That grate the foul of harmony; 

Of myſtick, dark, diſcordaat lore ; 
And points with tott'ring hand the ways 
That lead me to the thorny maze. 

There, in a winding, cloſe retreat, 
Is Juſtice doom's to fix her ſeat ; 

There, fenc'd by bulwarks of the law, 
She keeps the wond”ring world in awe ; 
And there, from vulgar fight retir d, 
Like eaſtern queens, is more admir d. 
O let me pierce the ſecret ſhade 
Where dwells the venerable maid ! 
There humbly mark, with rev'rend awe, 
The guardian of Britannia's law; 
Where mix'd, yet uniform, appears 
The wiſdom of a thouſand years) 

In that pure ſpring the bottom view, 
Clear, deep, and regularly true, 

And other doctrines thence imbibe, 
Than lurk within the fordid ſcribe : 
Obſerve how parts with parts unite 

In one harmonious rule of right ; 

See countleſs wheels diſtinctly tend 

By various laws to one great end; 
While mighty Alfred's piercing foul 
Pervades and regulates the whole. 
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Welcome the cares, the thorns of life ; 
The viſage wan, the pore-blind fight, 

The toil by day, the lamp at night; 

The tedious forms, the folemn prate, 

The pert diſpute, the dull debate; 

The drowzy bench, the babbling hall; 
For thee, fair Juſtice, welcome all ! 
Thus tho” my. noon of life be paſi d, 
Yet let my ſetting fun, at laſt, 

Where ſage Retirement loves to dwell ! 
There let me taſte the home-felt bliſs 
Of innocence, and inward peace ; 
Untainted by the guilty bribe; 
Uncurs'd amid the harpy tribe ; 

No orphan's cry to wound my ear; 
My honour, and my conſcience clear : 
Thus may I calmly meet my end, 

Thus to the grave in peace deſcend ! 
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nun DR. COTTON. 


* you know, of greateſt fame, 

k Thro* modeſty ſuppreſs their name; 
Aud wou'd you wiſh me to reveal 

What theſe ſuperior Wits conceal ? 


® Though Dr. Cotton is well-known to have been the author of theſe Viſions, 
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Perego the ſearch, my curious friend, 
And huſband time to better end. 
All my ambition is, I own, 

To profit and to pleaſe unknown; 

Which ſcatter bleſſings as they flow. 

Were you diſeas'd, or 'prefs'd with pain, 
Straight you'd apply to Warwick Lane: 
The thoughtful doctor feels your pulſe, 
(No matter whether Mead or Hulſe) 
Now, ſhould the ſage omit his name, 
Would not the cure remain the ſame ? 

Not but phyſicians fign their bill, 
Or when they cure, or when they kill. 

"Tis often known, the mental race 
Their fond ambitious fires diſgrace. 

Dar'd I avow a parent*s claim, 
Criticks might ſacer, and friends might blame. 
This dang vous ſecret let me hide, 

Pn tell you ev'ry thing beſide : 

Not that it boots the world a title, 
Whether the author's big or little; 
Or whether fair, or black, or brown ! 

I paſs the filent rural hour, 2 
No flave to wealth, no tool to pow'r : 

My manſfion's warm, and very neat ; 
You'd fay, * A pretty faug retreat f 
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The faithful maſtiff is my guard, 
The feather'd tribes adorn my yard; 

My cow rewards me all ſhe can; 
(Brates leave ingratitude to man) 

She, daily thankful to her lord, 
Am I diſeas'd—the cure is known, 

I love my houſe, and feldom roam; 
Few viſits pleaſe me more than home. 
I pity that unhappy elf 
Who loves all company but ſelf ; 

To op'ra, maſquerade, or play; 

Fond of thoſe hives where folly reigns, 
And Britain's peers receive her chains ; 
Where the pert virgin flights a name, 
And ſcorns to redden into ſhame. 

But know, my fair, (to whom belong 
The poet and his artleſs ſong) 

When female cheeks refuſe to glow, 
Farewel to virtue here below. 
Our ſex is loft to ev*ry rule, 

Our ſole diſtinction, knave or fool. 
Tis to your innocence WE run; 

Save us, ye fair, or we re undane: 

So women ſhall preſerve the nation. 
Mothers, *tis faid, in days of old, 

Efteem'd their girls more choice than gold; 
Too well a daughter's worth they knew, 
To make her cheap by publick view : 
(Few, who their diamonds value weigh, 
Expoſe thoſe diamonds ev'ry day.) 
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| Our noonaday thought, our midnight dream. 
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The parent trembled for her child: 
The firſt advance alarm'd her breaſt, 
And fancy pictut d all the reſt. 
But now no mother fears a foe, 

No daughter ſhudders at a beau. 
Pleaſure is all the reigning theme, 


In Folly's chace our youths engage, 

And ſhameleſs crowds of tott'ring age. 
The die, the dance, th' intemp'rate bowl, 
With various charms eng roſs the ſoul. 


But tho? to ruin poſt they run, 
They'll think it hard to be undone. 
Do not arraign my want of tafte, 
Or ſight to ken where joys are plac'd. 
They widely err, who think me blind, 

And I diſclaim a ftoick's mind. 
Like yours are my ſenſations quite; 


 T only ſtrive to feel aright. 


My joys, like fireams, glide gently by, 


Tho” ſmall their channel, never dry; 


Keep a fill, even, fruitful wave, 


And bleſs the neighb'ring meads they lave. 


My fortune (for I'll mention all, 
And more than you dare tell) is ſmall ; 
Yet ev'ry friend partakes my ſtore, 
And Want goes ſmiling from my door. 
Will forty ſhiilings warm the breaſt 


OF Worth or Induſtry diftreſs'd ; 


This ſam 1 y impart, 

*Tis fourſcore . 
And you may make, by means like theſe, 
Five talents 2 


Are gold, fame, health, the terms of vice ? 


\ 
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»Fis tree my linle purſe grows light ; 


But then I Neep fo ſweet at night! 
When all the doftor's opiates fail. 
You aſk what party I purſue; 
Perhaps you mean, © Whoſe fool are you?” 
The names of party I deteſt, 
Badges of flavery at beft. 
I've too much grace to play the knave, 
And too much pride to turn a flave. 

_ I love my country from my foul, 

And grieve when knaves or fools controul. 
Fm pleas'd when vice and folly ſmart, 
Or at the gibbet or the cart: 

Yet always pity, where I can ; 

Does not this little preface ſhow it ? 
My Viſions if you ſcan with care, 

"Tis ten to one you'll find it there. 

And if my actions ſuit my ſong, 

You can't in conſcience think me wrong. 


s LAN D E RX. 
VISION I. 

Y lovely girl, I write for you, 
And pray believe my viſions true: 
They'll form your mind to ev*ry grace, 
They'll add new beauties to your face ; 
And when old age impairs your prime, 
_ Yowll viemph o'er the ſpoils of time. 
2 0 Child. 
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Childhood and youth engage my pen, 
Tis labour loft to talk to men: 
Youth may, perhaps, reform, when wrong ; 
Age will not liften to my ſong. 


He who at fifty is a fool, 
I: far wo Subborn grown for ſchool. 

What is that vice which fill prevails, 
When almoſt ev'ry paſſion fails; 
Which with our very dawn begun, 
Nor ends, but with our ſetting fun ; 
Which like a noxious weed, can ſpoil 
The faireſt flow ra, and choak the foil 2 
"Tis Slander—and, with ſhame I own, 
The vice of human-kind alone. ; 

Be Slander, then, my leading dream, 
Tho” you're a ſtranger to the theme; 
Thy ſofter breaſt, and honeſt heart, 
Scorn the defamatory art; 

Nor aſks Detraftion's wings to riſe: 

In foreign ſpoils let others ſhine, 
Intrinſick excellence is thine. 

The bird, in peacock's plumes who ſhone, 
Could plead no merit of her own : 
The filly theft betray'd her pride, 

Th” infidious fland”ring thief is worſe 
Say, he purloins your glitt'ring fore: 
Who takes your gold, takes traſh—no more ; 
Perhaps he pilfers—to be fed— 


Ab! guiltleſs wretch, who fteals for bread ! 
But the dark villain, who ſhall aim 
To blaſt, my fair, thy ſpotleſs name, 
He'd fleal a precious gem away, 
Steal what both Ladies can't repay! 
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Here the ſtrong pleas of want are vain, 
Or the more impious pleas of gain. 
No finking family to fave! 

No gold to glut th' infatiate knave! 

Improve the hint of Shakeſpeare's tongue ; 
"Twas thus immortal Shakeſpeare ſung®: 
And truſt the bard's unerring rule, 
For Nature was that poet's ſchool. 

As I was nodding in my chair, 

I faw a rueful wild appear: 

But hemlock and cold aconite ; 

Two very pois*nous plants, tis true, 
But not fo bad as vice to you. N 

The dreary profpe ſpread around ! | 

Deep ſnow had whiten's all the ground! 
A black and barren mountain nigh, 
Expos d to ev*ry friendlefs ſky ! 

Here foul-mouth'd Slander lay reclin'd, 
Her ſaaky treſſes hifs'd behind: 

© A bloated toad-ftool rais'd her head, 
© The plumes of ravens were her bed tr; 
She fed upon the viper's brood, 

And flak'd her impious thirſt with blood. 

The riſing ſun, and weſtern ray, 

Were witneſs to her diſtant ſway. 

The tyrant claim'd a mightier hoſt 
Than the proud Perſian e er could boaſt. 
No conqueſt grac d Darius” fon 3 

By his own numbers half undone : 


= 


„ Othello. 
T Garth's Diſpenſatory. 
1 Terres, King of Perſia and fon of Darius. He invaded Greece with an 


army confiſting of more than a million of men, (ſome fay more than two m- 
Bons) who, together with their cattle, periſh-d in great meaſure through che 
inability of che countries to ſupply ſuch a vaſt hoſt witl proviſion 


202 Succeſs 


* 
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Succeſs attended Slander's pow'r, 


She reap'd freſh laurels ev'ry hour. 
Her troops a deeper ſcarlet wore 
Than ever armies knew before. 
No plea diverta the fury's rage, 
The fury ſpares nor ſex nor age. 
Provokes the vengeance of her arms. 
Whene'er the tyrant ſounds to war, 
Her canker'd trump is heard afar. 
Pride, with a heart unknown to yield, 


| Commands in chief, and guides the field. 


He ſtalks with vaſt gigantick ſtride, 
And ſcatters fear and ruin wide : 
So the impetuous torrents ſweep, 
At once, whole nations to the deep. 
Revenge, that baſe Heſperian“, known 
A chief ſupport of Slander's throne, 
Amidſt the bloody crowd is ſeen, 
And treachery brooding in his mien ; 
The monſter often chang'd his gait, 
But march'd refolv'd and fix'd as fate: 


Now flowly moves his out- ſtretch'd wings; 


Now ſwift as lightning bears away, 


And darts upon his trembling prey. 


Envy commands a ſecret band, 
With ſword and poiſon in her hand. 
Azound her haggard eye-balls roll, 


| A thouſand fiends poſiefs her foul. 


® Heſperia includes Italy as well as Spain, and the inbabitants of both are 


With fatal aim attacks by night. 
And ſtab the hero in his bed; 


remarkable for their revengeful diſpoſitions. 
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Or ſhoot the wing d malignant lye, 
And female honours pine and die: 
So prowling wolves, when darkneſs reigns, 
Intent on murder, ſcour the plains; 
Approach the folds, where lambs repoſe, 
Whole guilelefs breaſts ſuſpeR no foes ; 
Slander fmil”d horribly, to view 
How wide her conqueſts daily grew : 
Around the crouded levees wait, 
Like oriental flaves of ftate ; | 
Of either ſex whole armies prefs'd, ; 
_ But chiefly of the fair and beſt. 
Is it a breach of friendſhip's law, 
To fay what female friends I faw? 
Slander aſſumes the idol's part, 
And claims the tribute of the heart ; 
The beft, in ſome unguarded hour, | 
Have bow'd the knee, and own'd her pour; 
If I beheld fome faulty fair, 
Much worſe delinquents crouded there : 
Prelates in ſacred lawn I faw, 
Grave Phyſick, and loquacious Law ; 
Courtiers, like fammer flies, abound ; 
But now my partial ſtory ends, 
And makes my females full amends. 
If Albion's ifle ſuch dreams fulfils, 
Tis Albion's iſle which cures theſe ills : 
Fertile of ev'ry werth and grace, 
Which warm the heart, and fluſh the face. 
Fancy diſclos'd a ſmiling train 


- 
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Good-nature firſt, a fylvan queen, | 


Atiir d in robes of chearful green: 


A fair and fmiling virgin the ! 
With ry charm that ſhines in thee. 
Prudence aſſum d the chief command, 
And bore a mirror in her hand; 
Grey was the matron's head by age, 
Her mind by long experience ſage; 
OF ev'ry diſtant ill afraid, 


And anxious for the ſimp'ring maid. 


The Graces danc'd before the fair; 
And white-rob'd Innocence was there. 


Tube trees with golden fruits were crown'd, 


And rifing flow'rs adorn'd the ground ; 
The ſun diſplay'd each brighter ray, 
And hone in all the pride of day. 
When Slander ficken'd at the fight, 
And ſkulk d away to ſhun the light. 


PLEASURE. 
VISION I. 
KAR, ye foir mothers of our ifle, 


Nor ſcorn your Poet's homely fiyle. 
What tho* my thonghts be quaint or new, 


PU warrant that my docirige's true: 
Or if my ſentiments be old, | 


Remember, truth is ſterling gold. 
You judge it of important weight, 
To keep your riſing offspring ſtraight: 
For this ſuch anxious moments feel, 
And aft the friendly aids of ſteel ; 
For this import the diſtant cane, 
Or flay the monarch of the main. 
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And fhall the foul be warp'd afide 
By paſſion, prejudice, and pride ? 
Deformity of heart I call 

The worſt deformity of all. 

Your cares to body are confin'd ; 
Few fear obliquity of mind. 
Why not adorn the better part ! 

This is a nobler theme for art. 

For what is form, or what is face, 

But the foul's index, or it's cafe ? 

Now take a fimile at hand, 

Compare the mental foil to land. 
Shall fields be tilPd with annual care, 
And minds lie fallow ev*ry year ? 

O, fince the crop depends on you, 
Give them the culture which is due: 
Hoe ev'ry weed, and dreſs the foil, 
So harveſt ſhall repay your toil. 

If human minds reſemble trees, 
(As ev'ry moraliſt agrees} 

Prune all the ſtragglers of your vine, 
Then ſhall the purple cluſters ſhine. 
The gard' ner knows, that fruitful life 
Demands his falutary knife: 

For ev'ry wild luxuriant ſhoot, 

Or robs the bloom, or ſtarves the fruit. 

A fatiriſt® in Roman times, a 
When Rome, like Britain, groan'd with crimes, 
Aﬀerts it for a ſacred truth, | 
That pleaſures are the bane of youth ; 

Or ſuch purſuits in ſorrows end: 
That all the wild advent'rer gains, 
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Approve, ye fair, the Roman page, 
And bid your ſons revere the ſage ; 
In fludy fpend their midnight oil, 
And firing their nerves by manly toil. 
Thus fhall they grow like Temple wiſe, 
Thus future Lockes and Newtons riſe ; 
And fave us from the chains of France. 
Yes, bid your ſons betimes forego | 
Thoſe treach”rous paths where pleaſures grow ; 
Where the young mind is Folly's ſlave, 
Where ev'ry virtue finds a grave. 
Let each bright character be nam'd, 
For wiſdom or for valour fam'd : 
Are the dear youths to ſcience prone, 
Tell how th” immortal Bacon ſhone ! 
Who, leaving meaner joys to kings, 
Soar'd high on Contemplation's wings; 
Rang d the fair fields of Nature o'er, 
Where never mortal trod before: 
| Bacon! whoſe vaſt, capacious plan, 
Does love of martial fame inſpire, 
Cheriſh, ye fair, the gen'rous fire ; 
Teach them to ſpurn inglorious reſt, 
And rouze the heroin their breaſt : 
Paint Creſſy's vanquiſh'd field anew, 
Their ſouls hall kindle at the view; 
Refolv'd to conquer or to fall, 
Or hurl their thunders thro* the main; 
What their degen'rate fres have loſt: 
The laurel thus ſhall grace their brow, 
As ChurchilFs once, or Warren's now. 


ad FI) _ K 
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One ſummer's ev'ning, as I firay'd 
With theſe reſlections in my breaft, 
Beneath an oak I funk to reſt ; 1 
And fancy dreſs d inſtructive ſcenes. | 
Methought a ſpacious road I ſpy'd, 
And ſtately trees adorn d it's fide ; 
Frequented by a giddy crowd 
Of thoughtleſs mortals, vain and loud ; 
Who tripp'd with jacund heel along, 
I firaight obey'd—Perſuaſion hung 
Like honey on the ſpeaker's tongue : ] 
A cloudleſs ſun improv's the day, — 
And pinks and roſes firew'd our way. ; 
A beauteous fabrick roſe to view ; 
A ſtately dome, and ſweetly grac'd 
With ev'ry ornament of taſte. 
This ſtructure was a female's claim, wee 
And Pleaſure was the monarch's namc. : 
| The hall we enter'd uncontroul'd, 4 
And ſaw the queen enthron d on gold: 3 
Arabian fweets perſum' d the ground, Y 
And laughing Cupids flutter'd round; J 
A flowing veſt adorn'd the fair, 
And flow'ry chaplets wreath'd her hair. 
Fraud taught the queen a thouſand wiles, 
A thouſand foft inſidious miles; 
Love taught her liſping tongue to ſpeak, 
And form'd the dimple in her cheek ; | 
CET 00 GE 
he tincture of her face compoſe 
Nor did the god of wit diſdain 
nets 
2 3 Her 


Her votꝰ rĩes flock from various parts, 
And chiefly youth refign'd their hearts; 
The old in ſparing numbers preſt d, 
But aukward devotees at beſt. 
© Now let us range at large,” we cry'd, 
Tro“ all the garden's boaſted pride.” 
Here jaſmine: ſpread the filver flow'r, 
To deck the wall, or weave the bow'r ; 
The woodbines mix in am*rous play, 
There roſes bluſh, and ſcent the glade ; 
'The orange, with a vernal face, 
Wears ev'ry rich autumnal graces 
And triumph in the diſtant gale. 
Now fountains, murm' ring to the ſong, 
Roll their traaſlucent ſtreams along; 
Thro all the aromatick groves, 

The faithful turtles coo their loves; 
And linnets ſwell their rapt'rous throats. 

Pleafure, imperial fair? how gay 
Thy empire, and how wide thy fway ! 
Enchanting queen, how ſoft thy reign! 
How man, fond man! implores thy chain! 
Vet thine each meretricious art, 

That weakens, and corrupts the heart: 
Which fink and proſtitute the tage ! 
The maſquerade, that juſt offence 

To virtue, and reproach to ſenſe ! 

And all that diffipate the ſoul ; 
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All that to ruin man combine, 

Yes, ſpecious harlot, all are thine ! 
Whence ſprung th* accurſed luſt of play, 

Which beggars thouſands in a day? 

Speak, ſorc'reſs, ſpeak, (for thou canſt tell) 

Who call'd the treach*rous card from hell? 

Profanes fweet Friendſhip's ſacred hours; 

Abandon'd to inglorious ends, 

And faithlefs to himſelf and friends; 

A dupe to ev*ry artful knave, 

To ev ry abjeft with a flave: 

But who againſt himſelf combines, 

Abets his enemy's defigns. 

When Rapine meditates a blow, 

He ſhares the guilt who aids the foe. 

Is man a thief who ſteals my pelf— 

How great his theft, who robs himſelf! 

Is man, who gulls his friend, a cheat— 

How heinous, then, is ſelf-deceit! 

Is murder juſtly deem'd a crime 

How black his guilt, who murders time ! 


From man when theſe bright cherubs part, 

Ah, what's the poor deſerted heart i 

A favage wild that ſhocks the fight, 

Or chaos, aad impervious night ! 

Each gen'rous principle deſtroy d, 

And dzmons croud the frightful vaid ! 
2Pz 
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Shall Siam's elephant ſupply 
The baneful defolating die? © 
Againſt the honeft ſylvan's will, 
You taught his iv*ry tuſk to Kill. 
Heav'n, fond it's favours to diſpenſe, 
Gave him that weapon for defence. 
That weapon, for his guard defign'd, 
You render'd fatal to mankind. 
He plann'd no death for thoughtleſs youth, 
You gave the venom to his tooth. 
Bluſh, tyrant, bluſh ! for, oh! tis true, 

The gueſts were order'd to depart, 
Neluctance fat on ev*ry heart; 
A porter ſhew'd a diff rent door: 
Not the fair portal known before. 
The gates, methought, were open'd wide ; 
The crowts deſcended in a tide: 
But oh ! ye heav*ns, what vaſt 3 
Struck the advent'rers frighted eyes! e 
A barren heath before us lay, 
And gath'ring clouds obſcur'd the day; 
The darkneſs roſe in ſmoaky ſpires; 
The liphtnings flaſh'd their livid fires: 
Loud peals of thunder rent the air, 
While vengeance chill'd our hearts with fear. 
Five ruthleſs tyrants ſway'd the plain, 
And triumph'd o'er the mangled lain. 
Here fat Diſtaſte, with fickly mien, 
And more than half devour'd with fpleen ; 
There itood Remorſe, with thought oppreſs'd, 


And vipers feeding on his breaſt : 


Then Want, dejected, pale, and thin, 
With bones juſt ſtarting thro” his ſkin ; 
A ghaftly fiend !—and cloſe behind 


Diſeaſe his aching head reclin'd! 
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The fires which rag'd within his breaft : 
Death clos'd the train! the hideous form 
Smil'd, unrelenting, in the form ; 
When ſtraight a doleful ſhriek was heard; 
I 'woke—the viſion diſappear'd. 

Let not the unexperienc'd boy 
Deny that pleaſures will deſtroy ; 
Or ſay that dreams are vain and wild, 
Like fairy tales, to pleaſe a child. 
Important hints the wiſe may reap 
From ſallies of the ſoul in fleep. 
And fince there's meaning in my dream, 


HEAL T H. 
VISION m. 


TTEND my viſions, thoughtlefs youths, 

Ere long you'll think them weighty truths ; 

Prudent it were to think fo now, 

Ere age has ſilver'd o'er your brow : 

For he, who at his early years 

Has ſown in vice, ſhall reap in tears. 

If Folly has poſſeſs d his prime, 

Diſeaſe ſhall gather ſtrength in time; 

Poiſon ſhall rage in ev'ry vein— 

Nor penitence dilute the ſtain : 

And when each hour ſhall urge his fate, 

Thought, like the doctor, comes too late. 
The ſubject of my ſong is Health, - 

A good, ſuperior far to wealth, 

Can the young mind diſtruſt it's worth! 

Conſult the monarchs of the earth: 
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No gem fo bright, that decks their throne; 
Each for this pearl his crown would quit, 
And turn a ruftick, or a cit. 
"Tis not recover'd when you pleaſe. 
Say not that gruels ſhall avail, 
For falutary gruels fail : 
Say not, Apolle's ſons ſucceed, 
Apollo's fon is Egypt's * reed. 

Ho fruitleſs the phy ſician's fill, 

The marble monuments proclaim, 

The humbler turf confirms the ſame ! 
Prevention is the better cure; 

So fays the Proverb, and tis ſure. 

Would you extend your narrow ſpan, 

And make the moſt of life you can; 
Would you, when med*cines cannot fave, 
Deſcend with eaſe into the grave; 

Calmly retire, like ev' ning light, 

Let Temp'rance conſtantly preſide, 

Our beſt phyſician, friend, and guide! 
Would you to wiſdom make pretence, 
Proud to be thought a man of ſenſe 
Let 'Temp'rance (always friend to Fame) 
With ſleady hand direct your aim; 

Or, like an archer in the dark, 

Your random ſhaft will miſs the mark: 
For they who flight her golden rules, 

In Wiſdom's volume ftand for fools. 

But morals, unadorn'd by art, 


Are ſeldom known to reach the heart. 
® Ip Auen te 2 Kings zvill. 21. 
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TI therefore firive to raiſe my theme 
Soft were my flumbers, ſweet my reſt, 

Such as the infant's on the breaft ; 

When Fancy, ever on the wing, 

And fruitful as the genial ſpring, 

Preſented, in a blaze of light, 

A new creation to my fight. 

A rural landſcape I deſcry'd, 
Dreſs'd in the robes of ſummer pride; 
The herds adorn'sd the ſloping hills, 

That glitter d with their tinkling rills ; 
| Below the fleecy mothers ſtray d, 

And round their ſportive lambkins play'd. 
Nigh to a murm' ring brook I ſaw 

An humble cottage, thatch'd with firaw ; 
Behind a garden, that ſupply'd 

Beauty prevail'd thro” every part, 
Dor mane — Gene It. 

* Hail, thou fweet, calm, unenvy'd ſear?” 
I faid, and bleſs'd the fair retreats 
Here would I paſs my remnant days, 

* Unknown to cenſure, or to praiſe ; 

© Forget the world, and be forgot, 

As Pope defcribes his veſtal's lot.” 
While thus I mus*d, a beauteous maid 


= 


Stepp'd from a thicket's neighbꝰ ring ſhade; 


Nat Hampton's gallery can boaſt, 

Nor Hudſon paint fo fair a toaſt: 

Sheclaim'd the cottage for her own ; 

To Health a cottage is a throne. | 
The annals fay (to prove her worth) 

Garlands of various flow'rs they wrought ; 


a  Theorchard's bluſhing pride they brought : 


wy 
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Hence in her face the lily fpeaks, 
And hence the roſe which paints her cheeks ; 
The cherry gave her lips to glow, 
Here eyes were debtors to the ſloe; 
And, to compleat the lovely fair, 
"Tis faid the cheſnut ftain'd her hair. 
The virgin was averſe to courts, 
But often ſeen in rural ſports: 
When in her roſy veſt the morn 
Walks o'er the dew-beſpangled lawn, 
The nymph is firſt to form the race, 
Or wind the horn, and lead the chace. 
Sudden I heard a ſhouting train, 
Glad acclamations fill'd the plain : 
Unbounded joy improv'd the ſcene, 
For Health was loud proclaim'd a queen. 
Two ſmiling cherubs grac'd her throne, 
(To modern courts, I fear, unknown :) 
One was the nymph, that loves the light, 
Fair Innocence, array'd in white; 
With fiſter Peace in cloſe embrace, 
And heav*n all opening in her face. 
The reign was long, the empire great, 
And Virtue, miniſter of ſtate. 
In other kingdoms, ev'ry hour, 
You hear of Vice preferr'd to Pow'r: 
Vice was a perfect ſtranger here; 
No knaves engroſs d the royal ear; 
No fools obtain'd this monarch's grace; 
Virtue difpos'd of ev'ry place. 
What ſickly appetites are ours, 
Still varying with the varying hours? 
And tho” from good to bad we range, 


| There Prudence ſhone, whoſe boſom 
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Some were diſpleas'd, they knew not why; 
When Faction, ever bold and vain, 
With rigour tax'd their monarch”s reign. 
Thus, ſhould an angel from above, 
Fraught with benevolence and love, 
Deſcend to earth, and here impart 
Important truths to mend the heart, 
Would not th' inſtructive gueſt diſpenſe 
With paſſion, appetite, and ſenſe; 
We ſhould his heav'oly lore defpiſe, 
And ſend him to his former fkies. 
A dang*rous hoſtile power aroſe 
To Health, whoſe houſhold were her foes: 
A harlot's looſe attire ſhe wore, 
And Loxury the name the bore. 
This princeſs of unbounded fway, 

Whom Aſia's ſofter ſons obey, 
Made war againſt the queen of Health, 
Affiſted by the troops of Wealth. 

The queen was firſt to take the field, 
Arm'd with her helmet and her ſhield; 
Temper'd with ſuch ſuperior art, 
That both were proof to ev'ry dart. 
Tuo warlike chiefs approach'd the green, 
And wond'rous fav'rites with the queen: 
Both high in merit, -and in place. 
Here Reſolution march'd, whoſe foul 
No fear could ſhake, no pow'r controul : 
The heroine wore a Roman veſt, 
A lion's heart inſorm d her breaft. 


With all the various plans of Thoaght; 

"Twas her's to bid the troops engage, 

And teach the battle where to rage. 
*Q _ 
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And now the Syren's armies preſs, 
Their van was headed by Exceſs ; 
Commanded by that giant, Pride; 
And Poverty, the centre gain: 
Repentance, with a brow ſevere, 
And Death, were ſtation'd in the rear. 
And afied the defenfive part: 
Her army, polted on a hall, 
Plainly beſpoke ſuperior fill. 
Hence were di ſcover d, thro” the plain, 
The motions of the hoſtile train: 
While Prudence, to prevent ſurprize, 
Ok: fally'd with her truſty ſpies ; 
Explor'd each ambuſcade oelow, 
And reconnoiter'd well the foe. 

Afar, when Luxury deſery'd 
Inferior force by art ſfupply'd, 
The Syren ſpake—* Let Fraud prevail, 
Since all my numerous hoſts muſt fail; 
F fend to Health, and offer peace“. 
Straight ſhe diſpatch'd, with pow'rs compleat, 
Pleafure, her miniller, to treat. 
This wicked trumpet topp'd her part, 
And fow'd ſedition in the heart? 
All were inf: ted to a man : 
The wary generals were won 
By Pleaſure's wiles, and both undone. 
| Jove held the troops in high diſgrace, 
And bade diſcaſes blaſt their race; 
Look'd on the queen with melting eyes, 
And ſuatch'd his darling to the ſkies: 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
That dare her dictates to purſue. 
For where her ftrifter law prevails, 
Tho? paſſion prompts, or vice aſſails; 


VISION Iv. 


"AN is deceiv'd by outward fhow— 


"Tis a plain, homeſpun truth, I know; 
The fraud prevails at ev'ry age, 

Yet flill we hug the dear deceit, 

But whence this inconſiſtent part ? 

Say, moralifts, who know the heart: 

If you'll this labyrinth purſue, 
I dream'd ("twas on a birth-day night) 
A ſumptuous palace roſe to fight: 
Obſerv'd the chaſtaſt rules of art; 
Raphael and Titian had difſplay's 
All the full force of light and ſhade. 
Around the livery'd ſervants wait; 

An aged porter kept the gate. 

As | was traverſing the hall, 
Where Bruſſels looms adorn d the wall, 
(Whoſe tap'ſtry news, without my aid, 
A nun is no ſuch uieleſi maid) 

A graceful perſon came in view, 

(His form, it ſeems, is known to few;} 
2 2 
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His dreſs was unadorn'd with lace, 
But charms! a thouſand in his face. 
© This, Sir, your property?” I cry'd. 
© Mafter and manſion coincide : 
© Where all, indeed, is truly great, 


© And proves, that bliſs may dwell with fate, 


Pray, Sir, indulze a firanger's claim, 
© And grant the favour of your name.” 
Content!“ the lovely form reply d; 

© Bat think not here that I reſide: 
© Here lives a courtier, baſe and fly; 


An open, honeſt ruſtick, I. 


< Our taſte and manners diſagree; 


His levee boaſts ao charms for me: 


For titles, and the ſmiles of kings, 

To me are cheap, unheeded things. 

* (*Tis virtue can alone unpert 

* The parent of a ducal heart: 

© Unleſs this herald ſpeaks him great, 
What hall avail the glare of flate?} 
© Thoſe ſecret charms are my delight, 


_ * Which ſhine remote from publick fight: 


* Paſſions ſubdu's, defires at reft— 

© And hence his chaplaia ſhares my breaſt, 
There was a time (his grace can tell} 

© I knew the duke exceeding well; 

* Knew ev'ry ſecret of his heart; 

© In truth, we never were apart: 

© But when the court became his end, 

* He turn'd his back upon his friend. 
© One day I calPd upon his grace, 


_ © Juſt as the duke had got a place: 


© I thought (but thought amiſs, tis clear} 


2 I ſhould be welcome to the peer; 


© Yes, welcome to 2 man in power; 
© Aud fo 1 was— for half an hour, 


. 
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„ And foon diſcarded me his breaſt; "2 
* Upbraided me with want of merit, 
s But moſt for poverty of ſpirit. 
* You reliſh not the great man's lot? 
Come, haſten to my hambler cot, 
Fm a fworn ſoe to price and ſtate 3 
No monarch ſhares my kind embrace, 
_ © There's ſcarce a monarch knows my face: 
© Content ſhuns courts, and oft ner dwells 
Wich mode@ worth in rural cells; 
© There's no complaint, tho? brown the bread, 
Or the rude turf ſuſtain the head; 
* Tho” hard the couch, and coarſe the meat, 
Far from the city I reſide, 
* And a thatch'd cottage all my pride, 
* True tomy heart, I ſeldom roam, 
For foreign viſits then begin, 
5 When the man feels a void within, 
* But tho? from towns and crowds I fiy, 
* No humoriſt, nor cynick, I, 
* Amidſt ſequeſter'd ſhades I prize 
be friendſhips of the good and wiſe, 
© Bid Virtue and her ſons attend: 
5 Virtue will tell thee, I'm her friend ; 
* Tell thee, I'm faithful, conſtant, kind, 43 
* And meek, and lowly, and refign'd ; . 
Will fay, there's no diſtinction known I 


* 


AUTHOR. 
If theſe the friendſhips you purſue, 
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So little company, you fay, 
Yet fond of home from day to day! 


How do you ſhun Detraction's rod? 
I doubt your neighbours think you odd! 
CONTENT. 

T commune with myſelf at night, 

And aſk my heart if all be right: 

If, * Right,” replies my faithful breaft, 

I ſmile, and cloſe my eyes to reſt. 

AUTHOR. 
You ſeem regardleſs of the town : 

CONTENT. 

* 

Whether they do, they beſt can tell: 

They paint me modeſt, friendly, wiſe, 

And always praiſe me to the ſkies ; 

Bat if con vĩctiouꝰs at the heart, 

Why not a correſpondent part? 

For ſhall the learned tongue prevail, 

If ations preach a diff rent tale? 

Who'll ſeek my door, and grace my walls, 

When neither dean nor prelate calls? 
With thoſe my friendſhips moſt obtain, 

Who prize their duty more than gain; 

Soft flow the hours whene'er we meet, 

And conſcious virtue is our treat; 

Our harmleſs breaſts no envy know, 

And hence we fear no fecret foe ; 

Our walks Ambition ne er attends, 

And hence we aſk no pow'rful friends 

We wiſh the beſt to church and fate, 

But leave the ſteerage to the great; 

. Careleſs, who riſes, or who falls, 

And never drcam of vacant ſtalls: 
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Mach let. by pride or invreſt dra. s \ 


Sigh for the mitre, and the lawn. 
Obſerve the ſecrets of my art, 
Pill fundamental truths impart : 
If you'll my kind advice purſue, 
The paſſions are a num*rous crowd, 


Imperious, politive, and Icud ; 
Curb theſe licentious ſons of ftrife ; 


Hence chicſly riſe the torms of life : 
If they grow mutinous, and rave, 
Regard the world with cautious eye, 
Nor raiſe your expectation high. 
See that the balanc'd ſcales be ſuch, 
You neither fear nor hope too much : 
For diſappointment's not the thing; 
Life is a ſea, where ſtorms muſt riſe ; 
*Tis Folly talks of cloudleſs ſkies: 
He who contracts his ſwelling fail, 
Eludes the fury of the gale. 
Be {ill, nor anxious thoughts employ, 
Diſtruſt embitters preſent joy: | 4 
| You cannot want when God's your friend, | I 
_ Weigh well your part, and do your belt ; 
Leave to your Maker all the reſt. 
The Hand which form'd thee in the womb, 
Guides from the cradle to the tomb. 
Can ſhe forget her prattling joy ? 
Say, then, ſhall Sov'reign Love deſert 
The humble, and the honeft heart? 
Heav'n may not grant thee ail thy mind; 


Yet ſay not thou that Heav'n's unkind. 


> 
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God is alike, doth good and wiſe, 

In what he grants, and what denies : 
Perhaps, what Goodneſs gives to-day, 
To-morrow Goodneſs takes away. 

You fay, that troubles intervene, 
That forrows darken half the ſcene. 
True—and this conſequence you ſee, 
The world was ne'er defign'd for thee ; 
You're like a paſſenger below, 

That ſtays perhaps a night or ſo ; 
But fill his native country lies | 
Beyond the bound'ries of the ſkies. 

Of Heav'n afk virtue, wiſdom, health, 
But never let thy pray'r be wealth. 
If food be thine, (tho? little gold) 
Aad raiment to repel the cold ; 
Such as may Nature's wants ſuffice, 
Not what from pride and folly riſe ; 
M ſoft the motions of thy foul, 
Ard a calm conſcience crowns the whole ; 
Add but a friend to all this tore, 


You can't in reaſon wiſh for more: 


And if kind Heav'n this comfort brings, 

"Tis more than Heav'n beſtows on Kings. 
He ſpake— the airy fpedtre flies, 

And ſtraight the ſweet illufion dies. 

The viſion, at the early dawn, 


Coniign'd me to the thoughtful morn ; 


To al! the cares of waking clay, 


HAPPINESS, 


BBAUTIES OF PORTRAY: 
HAPPINESS. mp 
VISION v. 


I faw this wond”rous viſion ſoon, 
Long ere my ſun had reach'dit's noon ; 


the road to Tweed: 
2R 


That Bagſhor's not 


jit BEAUTIES OF PORPAYZ 
: And he who Berwick ſeeks thro? 

As Parnell ſays *, my boſom wrought 
With travail of uncertain thought ; 
And, asan angel help'd the dean, 
My angel choſe to intervene : 
The drefv of ack was mack the fime, 
And Virtue was my feraph's name. 
When thus the angel filence broke; 
Her voice was muſick as the ſpoke. 
* Anend, O man? nor leave my fide, 
And ſafety ſhall thy footſteps guide ; 
Such truths PII teach, ſack fecrets how, 
© As none but favour'd mortals know.” 
To join Ambition's active throng : 
Crowds urg'd on crowds, with cager pace, 
And happy he who led the race. 
In ambuſcade along the green; 
While vapours ſhed delufive light, 
And bubbles mock'd the diftant fight. 

We ſaw a ſhining mountain riſe, 


Whoſe tow'ring ſummit reach'd the fries ; 
The flopes were ficep, and form's of glafs, 
Painful and hazardous to paſs : 
Courtiers and ſtateſmen led the way; 
2 * 
The next to fall, and tiſe no more. 


| Was Falſhood, by her vizard known; 
ann 
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We ſought admiſſion long in vain ; 
For here all favours fell for gain: 
| The greedy porter yields to gold, 
_ His fee receiv'd,” the gates unfold. 
Aſſembled nations here we found, 
Who daily facrific'd to Wealth, by 
Their honour, conſcience, peace, and health. 
I faw no charms that could engage; "0 
The god appear'd like fordid age, 
With hooked noſe, and min d jaws, 
Rehind food Fear, that refileſs fprite, 
Which haunts the watches of the night; 
And viper Care, that ſtings ſo deep, 
Wie haften now to Pleaſure's bow'rs; 
Where the gay tribes fat crown'd with flow'rs: 
Here Beauty ev'ry charm diſplay d, 
And Love inflam'd the yielding maid; 
His crimſon bowl exalts our joys. 
I felr it's get rous pow'r, and thought 
The pearl was found, that long 1 ſought. 
Determin d here to fix my home, | 
I bleſs'd the change, nor wiſl'd to roam: 
The feraph difapprov'd my flay, 
Spread her fair plumes, and wing'd away. 
Alas! whene'er we talk of bliſs, 
How prone is man to judge amifs ! 
See, a long train of ills conſpires 
To ſcourge our uncontroul'd deſires. 
Each bears a crutch, or each a ſhroud: 
Fever ! that thirſty fury, came, 
Wich incxting uiſhable flame; 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 1 
Conſumption, frors ally of en? 1 1 
Gout roar'd, and ee his eee feet, | | | 1 


Proclaim'd the poiſon in his veins; 
is d his eyes, he fete his basal, 


When the grim foe obliraits is ways —O © | = 
My tott'ring limbs oppos'd my flight: 5 5 80 
I call'd on Virtue, but in vains 


= "BRAVDTIES or 'POBTRY. 
* Forego this core d, deteſted place, 
© Abhor the frampet, and her race, 
© Had you thoſe ſofter paths purſu'd, 
_ © Pendicion, friplings had enfn"d; 
© Yes, yon ftand upon it's brink ; 
an 
; Indeed, vawelcome traths I tell, 
wy”. . 
TY * With me whoever lives ac firide, 
—_ Wi me who lives in friendſhip's ties, 
3 Had all that's fought for by the wiſe. 
© Folly exclaims, and well he may, 
© Recauſe I take her maſk away; 
_ © If once I bring her to the fun, 
© The painted harlot is undone. 
- © But prize, my child, ob! prize my rules, 
_ © And leave Deception w her fools. 
© Ambition deals in tinſel toys, 
© Her traſſick gewgaws, fleeting joys! 
© An errant juggler in diſguiſe, 
* Who holds falſe opticks to your eyes. 
© But, ah! how quick the ſhadows paſs! 
* Tho” the brighe viſions thro” her glaſs 
* Charm at a diflance; yer, when near, 
| © Nor riches boaſt intrinfick worthg 
* Ther chgoune, or dull, fagaviar cared: 
* Theſe of: the heav*n-born mind enſlave, 
© And make an honeſt man a knave. 
** Wealth cures my wants” the miſer cries: 
© Be not deceiv'd, the miſer lyes ; | 
done want he has, with all his lore, 
| Take Pleaſure, Wealth, and Pomp away, 
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| * "Tis here—and may be your—fer, know, 
© Pm all that's happineſs below. 
© To Vice I leave tumultuous joys ; 
© Mine is the ſtill and ſofter voice, 
© That whiſpers peace when florms invade, 
2A And mufiek thro the midnight ſhade. 
: © Come, then, be mine in ev'ry part, 
© Nor give me leſs than all your hearts | 
When troubles diſcompoſe your breaſt, ok a 
« Ill enter there a chemful gueſt | 
My converſe ſhall your cares beguile, 
© The little world within hall fmile ; 
And then it ſcarce imports a jot, 
' © Whetherthegreatworld frowns ornor. 
| And when the cloſing ſcenes prevail, 
* When wealth, ſtate, pleaſure, all ſhall fail; 
All that a fooliſh world admires, 
Or Paſſion craves, or Pride infpires : 
+ © Ar that important hour of need, 
© Virtue ſhall prove a friend indeed! 
* My hands ſhall ſmooth thy dying bed, 
© My arms ſuſtain thy drooping head: 
And when the painful firuggle's 
© And that vain thing, the world, no more; 
Fu bear my fav'rite fon away, 
To rapture, and eternal day.” 


FRIENDSHIP. 
| VISION VL ON 


RIENDS HIP! thou foft propitious pow's | 
Sweet regent of the focial hour! h 


F 
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But "tis a falſe, afefted claim; 
In heav*n if k ve and friendſhip dwell, 
Can they aſſaciate e*er with hell? 
Thou art the fame thro? change of times, 5 
From the equator to the pole, . 
I bleſs thee for thy ſmiles on me. 
i Wen forrows ſwell the tempeſt high, 
| Thou, a kind port, art always nigh ; 
For aching hearts a fov'reign cure, 
Not ſoft Nepenthe half ſo fare ! 
And when returning comforts riſe, 
While theſe ideas warm'd my breaft, 
. My weary eyelids fade to ret; af 
When fancy re-aſſum d the theme, - 
I fail” d upon a flormy fea, 
My kif was ſmall, and weak beſide, 165 
Not built, methought, to ſtem the tide. 
Eo: The wrecks lie ſcatter'd thro? the deep; 
_ - Aloud the foaming billows roar, 
Uafriendly rocks forbid the ſhore. 
A fpacious ile falutes our view: 
Eh Two queens, with tempers diff ring wide, 
| This new-diſcover d world divide; 


„ Neyenihe is an herb, which being infoſed in wine, Gtpels grief. It is 
unknown to the moderne but forme believe it a kind of opium, and others 
take it for a ſpecies of bugloſs. Plin. i. 23. f. & . 2. 


| Ripens the beauties of the place, 
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A river parts their proper claim, 
And Truth it's celebrated name. 
Preſents, with liviag verdure crown'd: 
And a kind fon that always ſaid. + 


Few florms moleſt the natives here; ; | 


Cold is the only ill they fear. =» 


With plenty crowns the labyrer's toil. 


A rock of adamant it's baſe. | 
The? thunders roll, g fiy, 
This ſtrudture braves th* inclement ſky : 
And mocks the pride of human pow'rs | | 
Partial to Friendſhip's pile alone, 92 IF 
Cements the joints, and binds the ſtone ; ] 


Around the throne, in order and 
Four Amazons, a truſty band ! 
Here Fortitude in coat of mail! 
There Juſtice lifts her golden ſeale ! 
Two hardy chiefs, who perſevere 
With form rest, and brow ſevere; 
Who ſmile at perils, pains, 22 


Temp rance, 5 matron's near, 
22 of all the viewes have; 7% 


Wikkoue ene weichte in her face. 
2 8 
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But Prudence moſt attrafts the fight, 
To view her various thoughts that riſe, 
She holds a mirror to her eyes ; 

The mirror, faithful to it's charge, 
Reflefts the virgin's ſoul in large. 

A Virtue with a fofter air, 

Was handmaid to the regal fair. 
This nymph, indulgent, conſtant, kind, 


When actions wear a dubious face, 


Puts the beſt meaning on the caſe ; 


Takes in the naked and diſtreſs d; 
Prefers the hungry orphan's cries, 
And from her queen obtains ſupplies. 
Graſp'd in her hand a bleeding heart. 
Fair Charity, be thou my gueſt, 

And be thy conſtant couch my breaſt. 


Croud round the throne with equal claim; 


In loyalty by none ſurpaſs d, 
They hold allegiance to the laſt. 

Not ancient records e'er can ſhow 
'That one deſerted to the foe. 
Alternate plots of flow'rs and ſhade, 
Where yielding willows plentedus grew; 
And humble plants“, by trav'llers thought 


® The humble plant bends down: before the touch, (as the ſenſitive plant 
fhrigks from the touch) and is faivy by ſome, to be the flow poiſon of the In- 


23 


di ans. 
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Beyond theſe ſcenes, the eye deſery'd 

A pow'rful realm extended wide ; 

| Whoſe bound” ries from north-caſt begun, 

| And firetch'd to meet the ſouth-weſt ſun. 
Here Flatt'ry boaſts deſpotick ſway, 

And baſks in all the warmth of day. 
Long practis'd in Deception's ſchool, 
The tyrant knew the arts to rule; 

Elated with th* imperial robe, 
She plans the conqueſt of the globe; 

And aided by her ſervile trains, 

Leads kings, and ſons of kings, in chains. 
(Who ne'er was known to change his fide) 
A friend to all her intereſts juſt, 
And active to diſcharge his truſt ; 
Careſs'd alike by high and low, 

The idol of the belle and beau: 

In ev'ry ſhape, he ſhews his fill, 

And forms her ſubjects to his will; 
Enters their houſes and their hearts, 


Were maids of honour to the queen: 
Who farther favours ſhar'd beſide, 

As daughters of her ſtateſman, Pride. 
Who look'd with ſcorn upon the reſt ; 
Fond of herſelf, nor leſs, I deem, 

Than dutchefs, in her own eſteem. 

Next Aſfectation, fair and young, 
With half-form'd accents on her tongue; 
Whoſe antick ſhapes, and various face, 
Diſtorted ev'ry native grace. 
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Then Vanity, a wanton maid, 
Flaunting in Bruſſels and brocade ; 
Fantaſtick, frolickſome, and wild, 
Wich all the trinkets of a child. 

The people, loyal to the queen, 
Wore their attachment in their mien: 
With chearful heart they homage paid, 
And happieſt he who mot obey'd. 
Promoted moſt their fov'reign's cauſe. 
| And ev'ry tribe, like Pagans, run 
To kneel before the riſing ſan. 

But now ſome clam'rous founds ariſe, 
Once more I clos'd my eyes to ſleep, 
And gain'd th' imaginary deep; 

Fancy preſided at the helm, 

And ſteer'd me back to Friendſhip's realm. 
But, oh! with horror I relate 

The revolutions of her ſtate ; 

The Trojan chief could hardly more 
His Aſiatick tow'rs deplore. 

For Flatt'ry view'd thoſe fairer plains, 
With longing eyes, where Friendſhip reigns ; 
With envy heard her neighbour's fame, 
And often figh'd to gain the ſame. 

At length, by pride and int'reſt fir d, 
To Priendſhip's kingdom ſhe aipir'd. 

And now commencing open foe, 

She plans in thought fome mighty blow; 
And marches to invade the queen. 

The river Truth the hoſts withſtood, 
And roll'd ker formidable flood: 


' 
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Her current ſtrong, and deep, and clear, 


No fords were found, no ferries near. 

But as the troops approach'd the waves, 

Their fears ſuggeſt a thouſand graves ; 

They all retir'd with hafte extreme, 

And ſhudder'd at the dang'rous ſtream. 

Hypocriſy the gulph explores; | 

She forms a bridge, and joins the ſhores. 

Thus often art or fraud prevails, 

The troops an eaſy paſſage find, 

And vict'ry follows cloſe behind. 
Friendſhip with ardour charg'd her foes, 

And now the fight promiſcuous grows; 

But Flatt'ry threw a poiſon'd dart, 

And pierc'd the empreſs to the heart. 

The virtues all around were feen 

To fall in heaps about the queen. 

The tyrant ftripp'd the mangled fair, 

She wore her fpoils, aſſum' d her air; 

And mounting next the ſuff *rer's throne, 

Claim'd the queen's titles as her own. 
* Ah, mnjur'd maid” aloud I cry'd. 

© Ah, injur'd maid !“ the rocks reply'd. 

Znut judge my griefs, and ſhare them too, 

For the fad tale pertains to you; 

When Friendſhip's foes were mine, I found ; | 3 

When the fad ſcene of pride and guile | 9 

Was Britain's poor degen rate iſle ! FOR " 
The Amazons, who propp'd the ſtate, 

Haply ſurviv'd the general fate. | 2 

Juſtice to Powis Houſe is fled, 7 

And Yorke ſuſtains her radiant head. 1 

The virtue, Fortitude, appears 
In open day at Ligonier's ; 


It aftious 
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Illuftrious heroine of the ſky, 
Who leads to vanquiſh or to die! 
Twas the our vet'rans breaſt: inſpir'd, 


She rous'd the lions of the main : 
Hence Vernon's little fleet ſucceeds, 
And hence the gen'rous Cornwall f bleeds. 
Hence Grenville 1 glorious !—for ſhe ſmil'd 
Tho” in high life ſuch virtues dwell, 
They'll ſuit plebeian breaſts as well. 
Say, that the mighty and the great 
Blaze, like meridian ſuns of ftate ; 
Efulgent excellence diſplay, 
Like Hallifax, in floods of day ; 
Like the mild creſcent of the night. 
Still we may ſhine ſerene and clear. 
Give to the judge the ſcarlet gown, 
To martial fouls the civick crown : 
What then? Is merit their's alone? 
Have we no worth to call our own ? 
In the firm breaſt and upright heart? 
Reader, theſe virtues may be thine, 
Tho” in faperior life they ſhine. 
I can't diſcharge great Hardwicke”s truſt— 
True but my foul may ſtill be juſt : 


At Porto Bello. 
+ Againſt the combined fleets of France and Spain. 
4 Died in a later engagement with the French fleet. 
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And tho? I can't the flate defend, 
In draw the ſword to ſerve my friend. 
Two golden virtues are behind, 
Of equal import to the mind; 
Prudence, to point out Wiſdom”s way, 
Or to reclaim us when we flray ; 
Temp'rance, to guard the youthful heart, 
When Vice and Folly throw the dart: 
Each virtue, let the world agree, 
And when our ſouls in friendſhip join, 
We'll deem the focial bond divine; 
Thro' ev'ry ſcene maintain our truſt, 
Nor e' er be timid or unjuſt. | 
That breaſt, which Virtue calls her own, 
When Danger frowns, or Lucre calls. 
No! the true friend collected ftands, 
Fearleſs his heart, and pure his hands: 
He dares be honeſt, tho” he dies ! 


MARRIAGE. 
INSCRIBED T@ Mag #99, 
VISION vn. 


AIRES T, this viſion is thy due; 

I form'd th* ĩnſtructive plan for you. 
Slight not the rules of thoughtful age, 
Your welfare aftuates ev'ry page; 

But ponder well my ſacred theme, 
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Thoſe awful words, © Till death do part,” 


May well alarm the youthful heart: 
No after - thought, when once a wife, 
The die is caſt, and caſt for life : 

Yet thouſands venture ev'ry day, 

As ſome baſe paſſion leads the way. 
Pert Silvia talks of wedlock ſcenes, 
Tho hardly enter d on her teens; 
Smiles on her whining ſpark, and hears 
The ſugar d ſpeech with raptur d ears; 
Impatient of a parent's rule, 

She leaves her fire, and weds a fool. 
Want enters at the guardleſs door, 
And I. ove is fled, to come no more. 
Some few there are of ſordid mould, 
Who barter youth and bloom for gold; 
Careleſs with what or whom they mate, 
Their ruling paſſion's all for ſtate. 
But Hymen, gen'rous, juſt, and kind, 
Abhors the mercenary mind: 

For Hymen's a vindiftive god; 

* Be joyleſ ev'ry night,” he faid; 


© And barren be their nuptial bed!“ 


Let if my fair-one will be wiſe, 


There's no perfeftion here below. 


A better fate hall crown thy choice. 
A married life, to ſpeak the beſt, 
Is all a lottery cone d: 


I will infure my girl a prize; 

Tho” not a prize to match thy worth, 

Perhaps thy equals not on earth! 
"Tis an important point, to know 


Man's an odd compound, after all, 


Attend, my fair, to Wiſdom's voice; 
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Say, that he loves you from his ſoul, 
Still man is proud, nor brooks controul; 
And tho” a flave in love's foft ſchool, 
In wedlock claims his right to rule. 
The beft, in ſhort, has faults about him; 
With ſome, indeed, you can't diſpenſe, 
As want of temper and of ſenſe: 

Then for a heſband”s focial pow'r, 

To form the calm, converſive hour ; 
From that rich mine to draw the ore; 

| Fondly each gen'rous thought refine, 
And give thy native gold to ſhine; 
Shew thee, as really thou art, 

Tho” fair, yet fairer ſtill at heart. 

Say, when life's purple bloſſoms fade, 
As ſoon they muſt, thou charming maid ; 
When in thy cheek the roſes die, 92 
And ficknefs clouds that brilliant eye: 
Say, when or age or pains invade, | 
And thoſe dear limbs ſhall call for aid ; 
If thou art fetter'd to a fool, 
And when thy health and beauty end, 
Shall thy weak mate perſiſt a friend ! 

But to a man of ſenſe, my dear, 

E'en then thou lovely ſhalt appear; 

He'll ſhare the griefs that wound thy heart, 
And weeping, claim the larger part : 
He'll prize the pearl beyond it's caſe. 

In wedlock when the ſexes meet, 
Friendſhip is only then compleat. 
| 2 T 
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© Blefs'd ſtate! where ſouls each other draw, 
© Where love is liberty and law! 
The choĩceſt bleſſing found below, 
That man can wiſh, or Heav'n beſtow! 
Truſt me, theſe raptures are divine, 


For lovely Chloe once was mine ! 
Nor fear the varniſh of my ſtyle ; 
Tho” poet, Pm eſtrang' d to guile. 
Ab, me! my faithful lips impart 
The genuine language of my heart! 
When bards extol their patrons high, 
Perhaps tis gold extorts the lye ; 
Perhaps the poor reward of bread— 
But who burns incenſe to the dead ! 
He, whom a fond affection draws, 
Careleſs of cenſure or applauſe; 
Whoſe foul is upright and ſincere, 
With nought to with, and nought to fear, 
Now to my viſionary ſcheme 
Attend, and profit by my dream. 
Amidit the flumbers of the night, 
A ftateiy temple roſe to fight ; 
And ancient as the human race, 
If Nature's purpoſes you trace : 
This fane by all the wiſe rever'd, 
To wedlock's pow'rful god was rear'd: 
Hard by I ſaw a graceful ſage, 
His garb was plain, his mind ſerene, 
Wich curious fearch his name I ſought, 


And found *twas Hymen'*s fav'rĩte Thought. 


Apace the giddy crowds advance, 
And a lewd fatyr led the dance. 


I griev'd to fee whole thouſands run, 
For, ob! what thouſands were undone ! 


* * Y 
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The ſage, when theſe mad troops he ſpy d, 

In pity flew to join their fide : 

To rail againſt him to a man ; 

Vow'd they were ſtrangers to his name, 

Nor knew from whence the dotard came. 

Highly concerns impetucus youth. 

Long ere the honey-moon could wane, 

Perdition ſeiz d on ev'ry twain ; 

At ev'ry houſe, and all day long, 

Repentance ply'd her fcorpion thong: 

Diſguſt was there with frowning mien, 

And ev'ry wayward child of Spleen. 
Hymen approach'd his awful fane, 

Attended by a numerous train. | 

Love, with each ſoft and nameleſs grace, 

Was firſt in favour and in place: 

Then came the god with folemn gait, 

Whoſe ev*ry word was big with fate; 

His hand a flaming taper bore, 1 

That facred ſymbol, fam'd of yore. 4 

Virtue, adorn'd with ev'ry charm, 

Suftain'd the god's incumbent arm; 4 

Beauty improv*d the glowing ſcene 1 

With all the roſes of eighteen : 

Youth led the gaily ſmiling fair, 

His purple pinions war d in air; | 

Wealth, a cloſe hunks, walk'd hobbling nigh, = 

With vulture-claw and eagle-eye, Y 

("Tis ſaid his coat had ſeen a ſcore ;) 

Proud was the wretch, tho” clad in rags, E 

Preſuming much upon his bags. 2 


Poets alone can paint the maid : 
212 =_ 
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Trat me, Hogarth, (tho? great thy fame) 
would poſe thy fill to draw the fame ; 
And yet thy mimick pow'r is more 
Than ever painter's was before. 
Now ſhe was fair as Cygnet's down, 
Now as Mat Prior's Emma, brown ; 
And changing as the changing flow'r, 
- Sa bangs" Abby cx mn. 
Who pins your gown, and ſets your hair. 
Lo! the god mounts his throne of ſtate, 
And fits the arbiter of fate : 
His head with radiant glories drefs'd, 
Gently reclin'd on Virtue's breaft. 
Love tcok his ſtation on the right; 
His quiver beam'd with gelden light: 
Beauty ufurp'd the ſecond place, 
Ambitious of diſtinguiſh'd grace; 
She claĩm' d this ceremonial joy, 
Becauſe related to the boy; 
(Said it was her's to point his dart, 
And ſpeed it's paſſage to the heart) 
While on the god's inferior hand 
Fancy and Wealth obtain'd their ftand. 
And now the hallow'd rites proceed, 
And now a thouſand heart-ftrings bleed. 
] faw a blooaing, trembling bride, 
A toothleſs lover join'd her fide ; 
Averſe the tura'd her weeping face, 
And ſhudder'd at the cold embrace. 
Thus titles lie at Celia's heart. 
A paſſion much too foul to name, 
„ 
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R 
rabble, covetous or lewd; 
By evo ric ilar fin, 
By ev'ry fool his rites prophan'd: 
When Love complain'd of Wealth aloud, 
Afirming Wealth debauch'd the crowd ; 
Drew up in form his heavy charge, 
Deſiring to be heard at large. A 
The god exnfante, > ag Get, 
The young eſpous'd the plaintiff 's fide; 
The old declar'd for the defendant, 
Fer age is money's ſworn attendant. 5 
By gracious Heav's to match the mind; 
To pair the tender and the juſt, 
And his the deicgated truſt: ; 
That Wealth had play'd a knaviſh part. 
And taught the tongue to wrong the heart. 
But what avails the faichleſs voice ? 
The injur'd heart diflains the choice. 
Wealth ſtraight d 
And talk'd at random of the mind : 
That killing eyes, and bleeding hearts, 
And all th* artillery of darts, 
Were long ago exploded fancies, 
And laugn'd at, even in romances. 
Poets indeed ſtyle love a treat, 
Perhaps for want of better meat : 
And love might be delicious fare, 
Could we, like poets, live on air. 
| Bur grant that angels feaſt on love, 
(Thoſe purer effences above} _ 
Yet Albion's ſons, he underſtood, 
Poaſeer'd a meoe foblentiel fad, 7 
Thus while with gibes he dreſs' d his cauſe, 
His grey admirers hemm d applauſe. 


With 
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Wealth ſhook his fides, and chuckled loud; 
When Fortune, to reſtrain his pride, 
And fond to favour Love beſide, 
Op ning the miſer*s tape · ty d veſt, 
Diſclos'd the cares which ſtung his breaſt: 
Wealth flood abaſh'd at his diſgrace, 
And a deep crimſon fluſh'd his face. 

Love ſweetly ſimper d at the fight ; 
His gay adherents lavgh'd outright. 
The god, tho” grave his temper, ſmil'd, 

For Hymen dearly priz'd the child. 
But he who triumphs o'er his brother, 

In turn is laugh'd at by another. 

Such cruel ſcores we often find 
Repaid the criminal in kind: 

For Poverty, that famiſh'd fiend ! 
Ambitious of a wealthy friend, 
Advanc's into the mifer's place, 

And ſtar'd the ſtripling in the face ; 
Whoſe lips grew pale, and cold as clay ; 
I thought the chit would fwoon away. 

The god was ftudious to employ 
His cares to aid the vanquiſh'd boy; 
And therefore iſfſu'd his decree, 

When both obey'd the god's commands, 
What wond'rous change in each was wrought, 
Believe me, fair, ſurpaſſes thought. 

If Love had many charms before, 
He now had charms ten thouſand more: 
If Wealth had ſerpents in his breaſt, 
They now were dead, er lulPd to reſt. 
Beauty, that vain, affected thing, 

Wo joiu'd the hymencal ring, 


Approack'd 
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Apgroach'd with rouad uathinking face, 
r 
Exattly tally'd with her on; 
That Wealth had learn'd the fe lon's arts, 
And robb'd her of a thouſand hearts; 
Deſiring judgment againſt Wealth, 
For falſhood, perjury, and ſtealth: 
All which ſhe could on oath depoſe, 
And hop'd the court would lit his noſe. 
But Hymen, when he heard her name, ' 
Call'd her an interloping dame; 
Look'd thro” the crowd with angry ſtate, 
And blam'd the porter at the gate, 
For giving entrance to the fair, 
When ſhe was no eſſential there. 
To fink this haughty tyrant's pride, 
He order'd Fancy to preſide. | 
Hence, when debates on beauty rife, 
To Fancy's court we ſtraight apply, 
And wait the ſentence of her eye; 
In Beauty's realms ſhe holds the ſeals, 


LIFE. 
VISION vm. 


E T not the young my precepts ſhun ; 
Who flight good countel are undone. 
Your poet fung of love's delights, 
Of halcyon days and joyous nights; 
To the gay fancy lovely th: mes; 


And fain I'd hope they're more than dreams. 


Bat, 


„* 
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_ © Whoſe Viſions are the brats of Spleen. 
© Is bliſs a vague, unmeaning name? 
_ © Speak then the paſſions uſe or aim : 


© T6 burſt and bloſſom to the day. 


a rar or rorrar. 


Pd ſpeak a language to your heart. 

WelF talk of Life, tho” much I fear 

Th* ungrateful tale will wound your ear. 
You raife your ſanguine thoughts too high, 
And hardly know the reaſon why: 


Some canker ſhall e: rrode the root; 
Some unexpected ftorm ſhall riſe ; 
Or ſcorching ſuns, or chilling fies; 
All your autumnal hopes ſhall fail. 

© But, poet, whence ſuch wide extremes ? 
© Well may you fiyle your labours dreams. 
* A fon of forrow thou, I ween, 


* Why rage deſires without controul, 
And rouze ſuch whirlwinds in the ſoul? 
* Why Hope erects her tow'ring creſt, 
And laughs, and riots in the breaſt ? 

© Think not, my weaker brain turns round; 


„Thin k not, I tread on fairy ground; 


© Think not, your pulſe alone beats true 

© Mine makes as healthful muſick too. 

© Our joys, when Life's ſoft ſpring we trace, 
Put forth their early buds apace. 

* Sce the bloom loads the tender ſhoot, 


| © The bloom conceals the future fruit. 


© Yes, manhood*s warm meridian ſun 
Shall ripen what ia ſpring begun. 
* Thus infant roſes, ere they blow, 
In germinating cluſters grow; 
And only wait the ſu::.mer's ray, 


What aid the gay, unthinking boy! — 


Methought Hilario talk'd of joy! 

Tell, if thou canſt, whenee joys ariſe, 
Or what thoſe mighty joys you prize. 
You'll find (and truſt ſuperior years) 
The vale of life a vale of tears. 
Or riches purchaſe them, when found, 
Would ſcepter'd Solomon complain, 
That all was fleeting, falſe, and vain ; 
Tet ſcepter d Solomon could fay, 
Returning clouds obſcur'd his day. 


Thoſe maxims which the preacher drew, 


The royal ſage experienc'd true, 


: 


Grows with his growth, and glares in man. 
But when in life we journey late, 
If follies die, do griefs abate ? 


One dark, rough road, of fighs, groans, pains, and tears! 


Perhaps you'll think I act the fame 
As a fly ſharper plays his game: 
Tou triumph ev'ry deal that's paſt, 
He's ſure to triumph at the laſt ; 
Who often wins ſome thouſands more 
Than twice the ſums you won before. 
But Pm a loſer, with the reſt; 
For life is all a deal, at beſt; | 
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Where not the prize of wealth or fame, 
Repays the trouble of the game : 
(A wrath no winner e'er deny'd, 


An hour before that winner dy'd.) 
My cards !-—a weak plebeian band, 
With ſcarce an honour in my hand. 
And fince my trumps are very few, 
What have I more to boaſt than. you ? 
Nor am I gainer by your fall; 

That harlot, Fortune, bubbles all! 
"Tis truth, (receive it ill or well} 


Tis melancholy truth I tell. 


Why ſhould the preacher take your pence, 
And ſmother truth to flatter ſenſe? 

Who kill, thro” lenity of ſpirit. 

That life's a game, divines confeſs ; 
This ſays at cards, and that at cheſs : 

But if our views be center's here, 


*Tis all a loſing game, I fear. 


Sailors, you know, when wars obtain, 
And hoſtile veſſels croud the main, 
If they diſcover from afar 
A bark as diſtant as a ftar, 
Hold the perſpective to their eyes, 
To learn it's colours, ſtrength, and fize; 


| And when this ſecret once they know, 


Make ready to receive the foe. 
Let you and I from failors learn 


Important truths of like concern. 


I clos'd the day, as cuſtom led, 
Where Fancy, at the midnight hour, 
Again diſplay'd her magick power; 
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{For know, that Fancy, like a ſprite, 
Prefers the filent ſcenes of night.) 
She lodg'd me in a neighb'ring wood, 
No matter where the thicket food ; 
The Genius of the place was nigh, 
And held two pictures to my eye. 
The curious painter had pourtray'd 
Life in each juſt and genuine ſhade. 
They, who have only known it's dawn, 
May think theſe lines too deeply drawn ; 
But riper years, I fear, will hew 
One piece preſents a rueful wild, 
Where not a ſummer's fun had ſmiPd: 
The road with thorns is cover'd wide, 
And Grief fits weeping by the fide; 
Her tears with conſtant tenor flow, 
And form a mournful lake below ; 
Thro? all the gloomy valley creep. 
Paſſions that flatter, or that flay, 
Are beaſts that fawn, or birds that prey. 
Here Vice aſſumes the ſerpent's ſhape ; 
There Folly perſonates the ape: 
Here Av'rice gripes with harpies claws; 
There Malice grins with tiger's jaws; 
While ſons of Miſchief, art and guile, 
Are alligators of the Nile. 
E'en Pleafure acts a treach”rous part, 
She charms the ſenſe, but ſings the heart. 
And when ſhe gulls us of our wealth, 
Or that ſuperior pearl, our health; 
Reſtores us nought but pains and woe, 
And drowns us in the lake below. 


There a commiſſion'd angel flands, 
| With deſolation in his hands! 
zU 3 
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He ſends the all-devouring flame, 
And cities hardly boaſt a name : 
Or wings the peſtilential blaſt, 
And io! ten thouſrnds breathe their laſt, © 


And guilty nations are no more : 


He ſpeaks the fury, Diſcord, raves, 

And ſweeps whole armies to their graves : 

Or Famine lifts her mildew'd hand, 

And hunger howls thro” all the land. 

__ © Oh! what a wretch is man!” I cry'd; 

© Expos'd to death on ev'ry fide ! : 
© And fare as born, to be undone 
© Byevils which he cannot ſhun ! 
© Beſides a thouſand baits to fin, 
© A thouſand traitors lodg'd within! 

© For ſoon as Vice aſhults the heart, 

© The rebels take the dzmon's part.” 

I figh, my aching boſom bleeds ; 
When ſtraĩght the milder plan ſucceeds ; 


The lake of tears, the dreary ore, 
The fame as in the piece before. 

But gleams of light are here diſplay'd, 
e 


ä ——— 
Points out the balance on the whole, 


And Heav'a rewards the ſtruggling ſoul. 
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But while theſe raptures I purſue, 


DEAT H. 
Vision mms LAST. - 


„Fils thought my viſions are too grave®; 
A proof I'm no deſigning knave. 
Perhaps if int'reft held the ſcales, 
I had devis'd quite di” rent tales; 
Had join'd the laughing, low buffoon, 
And ſcribbled ſatire and lampoon ; 
Or ſtirr'd each ſource of ſoft deſire, 
And fann'd the coals of wanton fire : 
Yes, all my dreams had turn d to gold; 1 90 ö 
Had prov'd the darlings of the town, 1 
And I—a poet of renown ! 
Let not my awful theme ſurpriae; | 
I wear no melancholy hue, 
No wreaths of cypreſs or of yew. 5 
The ſhroud, the coſſin, pall, or hearſe, 
Let me conlign the fun ral plume, 
The herald's paint, the ſculptur'd tomb, 
And all the ſolemn farce of graves, 
To undertakers and their flaves. . 
You know, that moral writers ſay, 
The world's a ſtage, and life a play: 
That in this drama to ſucceed, 
Requires much thought and toil, indeed ! 


* See the Monthly Review of aew books, for February 3751. 
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- There ſtill remains one labour more, 
Perhaps a greater than before. 
Indulge the ſearch, and you ſhall find 
The harder taſk is ftill behind: 
That harder taſk, to quit the ſtage 


In early youth, or riper age ; 
To leave the company and place, 
With firmneſs, dignity, and grace. 

Come, then, the cloſing ſcenes ſurvey, 
"Tis the laſt act which crowns the play. 
Do well this grand deciſive part, 

And gain the plaudit of your heart. 

Few greatly live in Wiſdom's eye— 
Bat, oh! how few, who greatly die! 
Who, when their days approach an end, 
Can meet the foe, as friend meets friend. 
_ Infirudtive heroes! tell us whence 
Your noble ſcorn of fleſk and ſenſe? 
You part from all we prize ſo dear, 
Part from thoſe tender joys of life, 

The friend, the parent, child, and wife. 
Death's black and ſtormy gulph you brave, 
Aud ride exulting on the wave; 

Nor fend one wiſhful look to ſhore. 

For foreign ports, and lands unknown, 
Thus the firm failor leaves his own; 
Obedicat to the ring gale, 
Unmoors his bark, and fpreads his fail ; 
Defies the ocean, and the wind, 


Is Death a pow'rful monarch ? True 
Perhaps you dread the tyrant too 

Fear, like a fog, precludes the light, 

Or ſwells the object to the fight. 
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Atterd my viſionary page, | 
And PII difarm the tyrant's rage. 
Come, let this ghaſtly form appear, 
He's not fo terrible when near. 
Diſtance deludes th unwary eye, | J 
So clouds ſeem monſters in the ſky: | A - 
He'll daily wear a milder brow. e gt] =—_ 
Why is my theme with terror fraught ? 3 
Becauſe you ſhun the frequent thought. 
Say, when the captive pard is nigh, 
| Whence thy pale cheek and frightedeye ! 
Say, why diſmay'd thy manly breait, 
When the grim lion ſhakes his creſt ! 
Becauſe theſe favage fights are new ; 
No keeper ſhudders at the view : = 
Approach the dens with look ſerene ; _ 
Fearleſs their grifly charge explore, 
And ſmile to hear the tyrants roar. 

* Aye—but to die! to bid adieu! 
An everlailing farewel too! 
* Farewel to ev ry joy around! 
* Ob! the heart fitkens at the found.” 
Stay, ftripliag thou art poorly taught— 
Joy, didft thou ſay ! diſcard the thought. 1 
Joys are a rich celeſlial fruit, I 
And ſcorn a ſublunary root: = 3 
What wears the face of joy below, 'Y 
Is often found but ſplendid woe. | oo 
Joys here, like unſubſtant lame, | = 
Are nothings with a pompous name ; | 
Or elſe, like comets in the ſphere, 
Shine with deſtruQtion in their rear. 

Paſſions, like clouds, obſcure the fight, 
Hence mortals ſeldom judge aright. 
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The world's a harſh unfruitful foil, 
Yet fill we hope, and fill we toil ; 
Deceive ourſelves with wond” rous art, 
Thus when a miſt collefts around, 
And hovers o'er a barren ground, 


Imagin'd trees and ſtruſtures riſe; 


But when the ſhrouded fun is clear, 


The defart and the rocks appear. 
© Ahh ; Mol bl d runs big 


_ © Sure 'tis a dreadful thing to die ! 


© To dic! and what exalts the gloom, 

© Pm told, that man ſurvives the tomb 

© O! can the learned prelate find 

© What future ſcenes await the mind ! 

© Where wings the foul, diſlodg'd from clay! 
© Some courteous angel point the way ! 
© 'That unknown fomewhere in the ſkies, 

© Say, where that unknown ſomewhere lies ; 
© And kindly prove, when life is oer, 

© That pains and forrows are no more: 

© For doubtleſs dying is a curſe, | 


© If preſent ills be chang'd for worſe.” 


Huſh, my young friend, forego the theme, 


And liſten to your poet's dream. 


Ere while I took an ev*ning walk, 
Honorio join'd in focial tal. 
Along the lawns the zephyrs ſweep, 
Each ruder wind was lulP'd aſleep. 
The fy, all beauteous to behold, 


Was ſfreak'd with azure, green, and gold; 


But tho? ſerenely ſoft and fair, 


Fever hung brooding in the air ; 
Which fhudder'd at the fatal gueſt. 


F 4 
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No drugs the kindly with foldl, —-. 

Diſeaſe cludes the doftor's ſkill: 3 

The poiſon ſpreads through all the frame, 

Ferments, and kindles into flame. 

From fide to ſide Honorio turns, 

And now with thu & infatiate burns: 

Thoſe friendly lamps expire apace! 

The brain's an uſeleſs organ grown, 

And Reaſon tumbled from his throne. 
But while the purple ſurges glow, 

The currents thicken as they flow : 

The blood in ev'ry diftant part, 

Stagnates and diſappoints the heart; 

Deſrauded of it's crimſon ftore, 

The vital engine plays no more. 

Honorio dead, the ſun ral bell 

'Call'd ev'ry friend to bid farewel. 

] join'd the melancholy bier, 

And dropp'd the unavailing tear. 

Repoſe from all the pangs of thought; 
And while my limbs were ſunk to reſt, 

A viſion ſooth'd my troubled breaſt. 

I dream'sd the fpefire, Death, appear'd! 
I dream'd his hollow voice I heard! 
Methought th' imperial tyrant wore 
A ftate no prince aſſum d be fore: 
All nature fetch'd a gen'ral groan, 
And lay expiring round his throne. 

I gaz'd—when ſtraight aroſe to fight, 
The moſt deteſted fiend of night. 

And conſcious ſhame deſorm d his face. 

With jealous leer he ſquinted round, 

Or fix'd his eyes upon the ground. 
8X - 
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From bell this frightful monſter came, 
This fury, with officious care, 
Waited around the fov'reign's chair; 
In robes of terrors drefs'd the king, 
And arm'd him with a baneful fling ; 
Gave kierceneſs to the tyrant's eye, 
And hung his ſword upon his thigh. 
Diſeaſes next, a hideous crowd! 

Proclaim'd their maſter*s empire loud; 
And, all obedient to his will, 
Flew in commiſſion'd troops to kill. 

A rifing whirlwind ſhakes the poles, 
To range the foul tempeſtuous air. 
Straight to his ſhoulders he applies 
Two pinĩons of enormous ſize ! 
Methough: 1 ſaw the ghaſtly form 
Stretch his black wings, and mount the ſtorm ; 
When Fancy's airy horſe I ſtrode, 
And join'd the army on the road, 
As the grim conq ' ror urg d his way, 
He fcatter'd terror and diſmay. 
Thouſands a penſive afſpeft wore, 
Thouſands who fneer'd at death before. 
Life's record: riſe on ev'ry fide, 
And Cenfcience ſpreads thoſe volumes wide ; 
By pale-ey'd Fear and buſy Thought. 
Thoſe faults which artful men conceal, 
Stand here engrav'd with pen of ſteel, 
By Conſcience, that impartial ſcribe ' 
Whofe honeſt palm diidains a bribe : 
Their actions all Hike criticks view, 
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As Guilt had ftain'd life's various flage, z 
What tears of blood bedew'd the page ! 9 
All ſandder'd at the black account, | 
And ſcarce believ'd the vaſt amount? 
1 Al row'd a fü change of heart, 
' Would Death relent, and ſheathe his dart. 
9 But, when the awful foe withdrew, » 
All to their follies fled anew. 
So when a wolf, who ſcours at large, 
Springs on the ſhepherd's fleecy charge, 
The flock in wild diforder fly, 
And caſt behind a frequent eye; 
But when the viftim's borne away, 


Chides the flow night, and fighs for morn. | 1 
Soon as he views the eaſtern ray, 
He mourns the quick return of day; 
Hourly laments protracted breath, 
And courts the healing hand of Death. 
Verres, opprefs'd with guilt and ſhame, 
_ Shipwreck's in fortune, health, and fame, 
Pines for his dark ſepulchral bed, 
To mingle with th* unheeded dead. 
With fourſcore years grey Natho bends, 
A burden to himſelf and friends; 
And with impatience ſeems to wait 
The friendly hand of ling'ring Fate. 
So hirelings wiſh their labour done, 
And often eye the weſtern ſan. 
The monarch hears their various grief, 
Deſcends, and brings the wiſh'd relief. 
On Death, with wild ſurprize they ftar'd, 
All ſeem'd averſe ! all unprepar'd! 
| 2 * 2 As 
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The grave's pale chief purſu'd his courſe. 
No human pow 'r can or withſtand, 

Or ſhun the conqueſts of his hand. 

Ok! could the prince of apright mind, 
And, as a guardian angel, kind, 

Turn the keen ſhaft of Death ade, 

When would the brave Auguſtus join 

The aſhes of his facred line ! 

But Death maintains no partial war, 

He mocks a fultan, or a czar : 

Tes, kings, and fois of kings, muſt fall! 
A truth Britannia lately felt, 
And wembled to her centre_ 

Could ableſt ftateſmen ward the blow, 
Would Granville own this common foe ; 
For greater talents ne er were known 
To grace the fav Nite of a throne. 

Tell me, would Cheſterfield expire! 

Say, would his glorious fun decline, 

And ſet like your pale ſtar or mine? 

Could ev ry virtue of the ſry — | 
Would Herring t, Butler t. Secker{|, die! 
Wi this ien to peerage all— 
Untitled Allen's virtues call! 

IH Allen's worth demands a place, 
Lords, with your leave, tis no diſgrace. 
Tho” high your ranks in heralds” rolls, 
Know, Virtue, too, ennobles ſouls. 

. of bis late Royal Highnfs Frederick Prince 


1} Late Biſhop of Durham. 
} Biſhop of Orford. 


By 
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By her that private man's renown'd, | I 
— Who pours a thouſand bleffines round. ; A 

And draws out all his gen vous hearts b 

Anxious to ſeize the fleeting day, 4 
— Left unimprov'd it fteals away: 

While thus he walks, with jealous ſtriſe, 

Thro” goodneſs, as he walks thro” life, 

| Shall not I mark his radiant path!— 

Riſe, Muſe, and fing the Man of Bath ! 

Publiſh abroad, could Goodneſs fave, 


Allen would diſappoint the grave ; 
Tranſlated to the heav*nly ſhore, 
Like Enoch, when his walk was o'er. 4 
Nor Beauty's 2 4 
For women pierce with risks the air, 

Smite their bare breaſts, and rend their hair ; 

All have a doleful tale to tell, 
Alas! is life our fav'rite theme - 
'Tis all a vain or painful dream: 3 
A dream which fools or cowards prize, 

But lighted by the brave or wiſe. 

Or bleed for forrows of his own ; 
| Muſt journey on with weeping eye, 

© And ſhall a man arraign the fries, 
* Becauſe man lives, and mourns, and dies“ 

 Impatient reptile!” Reaſon cry'd ; " 
Amiga thy paſſion and thy pride : = 
Retire, and commune with thy heart ; | 

Aſc, whence thou cam'ft, and what thou art! 
Explore thy body and thy mind, 
Thy ſtation too, why here affign'd. 
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© The fearch ſhall teach thee life to prize, 


© And make thee grateful, good, and wiſe. 


© Why do you roam to foreign climes, 
© To ftudy nations, modes, and times; 
© A ſcience often dearly bought, 
© And often what avails you nought ? 

© Go, man, and a& a wiſer part, 

© Study the ſcience of your heart: 

9 This home philoſophy, you know, 

Was priz'd fome thouſand years ago. 
* Then why abroad a frequent gueſt! 


_ © Why ſuch a ffranger to your breaſt! 
_ © Why turn fo many volumes o'er, 


Till Dodfley can ſupply no more 
Not all the volumes os thy ſhelf, 

* Are worth that fingle volume, felf; 
* For who this facred book declines, 


© Howe'*er in other arts he ſhines : 


* Tho” fmit with Pindar's noble rage, 
Or very'd in Tully's manly page; 
© 'Tho” deeply read in Plato's ſchool ; 
* With all his knowledge is a fool. 

© Proclaim the truth—Say, what is man? 
* His body from the duſt began; 


© And when a few ſhort years are o'er, 


* The crumbling fabrick is no more. 


© But whence the ſoul ?—From Heav'n it came 


© ©, prize thisintellefual flame! 
© This nobler ſelf with rapture ſcan ; 


* "Tis mind alone which makes the man. 
© Truit me, there's not a joy on earth, 
© But from the foul derives it's birth. 
© Aſc the young rake, (he'll anſwer right) 
* Who treats by day, and drinks by night, 


® © Know thyfcif;" 2 celebrated faying of Chile, one of the Seven Wile 
Men of Greec». 


« What 
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„What makes his entertainments ſhine, 
© What gives the reliſh to his wine ; 
© He'll tell thee, (if he ſcorns the beaſt} 
„ That focial pleaſures form the feaſt. 
© The charms of beauty roo ſhall cloy, 
© Unleſs the foul enalts the joy. 
© The mind muſt animate the face, 
Or cold and taſteleſs ev'ry grace. | 
* What! muſt the foul her pow'rs diſpenſe, 
© To raiſe and fwell the joys of ſenſe? 
0 „too, the joys of ſenſe controul, 
And clog the motions of the foul : 
« Forbid her pinions to afpire, - 
Damp and impair her native fire ; 
And ſure as ſenſe (that tyrant !) reigns, 
_ © She holds the empreſs, Soul, in chains. 
Inglorious bondage to the mind, 
s Heav'n-born, ſublime, and unconſin d 
* She's independent, fair, and great, 
© And juſtly claims a large eftate ; 
* She aſks no borrow'd aids to ſhine, 
* She boaſts within a golden mine ; 
* But like the treaſures of Peru, 
Her wealth lies deep and far from view. 
* Say, ſhall the man who knows her worth, 
Debaſe her dignity and birth; 
Or c'er repine at Heaven's decree, 
* Who kindly gave her leave to be; 
Call'd her from nothing into day, 
* And built ber tenement of clay. 
Hear and accept me for your guide, 
* (Reaſon ſhall ne'er deſert your fide :} 
© Who liſtens to my wiſer voice, 
Can't but applaud his Maker's choice ; 
# Pleas'd with that firſt and fov'reign cauſe, 
5 Pleas'd with uncrring Wiſdom's laws; 


© Secure, 
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* Secure, fince ſov'reign Goodneſs reigns ; 
© Secure, fince ſov'reign Pow'r obtains. 

© With cufious eyes review thy frame; 
* This ſcience hall direct thy claim. 
© Doſt thou indulge a double view, 
* A long, long life, and happy too? 
© Perhaps a farther boon you crave— 
© To lie down eaſy in the grave. 
* Know, then, my dictates muſt prevail, 
Or ſurely each fond waſh hall fail. 

© Come, then, is Happineſs thy aim— 
Let mental joys be all thy game. 
© Repeat the ſearch, and mend your pace, 
* 'The capture ſhall reward the chace. 
Let ev'ry minute, as it ſprings, 
* Canvey freſh knowledge on it's wings; 
Let ev'ry minute, as it flies, 
23222 

* While ſuch purſuits your thoughts engage, 
* In a few years you'll live an age. 
Who meaſures life by rolling years! 
* Fools meaſure by revolving ſpheres. 
* Go thou, and fetch th* unerring rule 
* From Virtues, and from Wiſdom's ſchool. 
© Who well improves life's ſhorteſt day, 
Win ſcarce regret it's ſetting ray; 
< Contented with his ſhare of light, 
Nor fear nor wiſh th* approach of night: 
And when diſeaſe aſſaults the heart, 
* When ſickneſs triumphs over art, 
* Refleftion on a life well paſt 
* Shall prove a cordial to the haſt; 
* This med*cine ſhall the foul ſuſtain, 
And ſoften or ſuſpend her pain: 
© Shall break Death's fell tyrannick pow'r, 
And calm ihe troubled dying hour.” 


= 
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Bleſs'd rules of cool prudential age! 
1 liften'd, and rever d the ſage. 
When, lo! a form, divinely bright, 
Deſcends, and burſts upon my fight; 
A ſeraph, of illuſftrices birth! 
(Religion was her name on earth :) 
ſweet her radiant face, 
And blooming with celeſtial grace ! 
Three ſhining cherubs ſorm'd her train, 

Wav's their light wings, and reach'd the plain: 
Faith, with ſublime and piercing eye, 

And pinions flutt ring for the ky ; 

Here Hope, that ſmiling angel, ſtands, 

And golden anchors grace her hands; 

There Charity, in robes of white, 2 


* 


And fieer thy bark thro? various life: 
© But when the florms of death are nigh, 
© And midnight darkneſs veils the fy, 


„ Shaft Reaſon then direct thy fail, 


i of - 0 N a 

* = ; | ; 
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= © Yes, when the'frailer body dies, | 


=—_ : 


= __ © But minds, tho” ſprung from heav'nly race, 
_—_ © Muſt firſt be tutor d for the place. 
= * (The joys above are underſtood, 
42 Aud reliſh'd, only by the good.) 1 
4 * Who ſhall aſſame this guardian care? , 
= * Whoſhall ſecure their birthright there? 
1 Souls are my charge —to me tis giv'n 
1 | Know, then—Who bow the early knee, 
1 4 < And give the williag heart tome; 
= - Who wiſely, when Temptation waits, 
| * Elude her frauds, and ſpurn her baits ; 
Who dare to own my injur'd cauſe, 
' © 'Tho? fools deride my ſacred laws ; 
Or ſcorn to deviate to the wrong, 
= © Tho” all the fons of hell conſpire 
3 © Toraiſe the flake, and light the fire; 
— * Know, that for ſuch ſuperior fouls, 
© There lies a bliſs beyond the poles ; 
_ © Where ſpirits ſhine with purer ray, 
Aud brighten to meridian day; 
4 = * Where Love, where boundlets Friendſhip rules, 
= * (No friends that change, no love that cools !) 
1 < Where rifing floods of knowledge roll, 
© But where's the paſſage to the ſcies? 
© The road thro? Death's black valley lies. 
© Nay, do not ſhudderat my tale; 
© Tho” dark the ſhades, yet ſaſe the vale. 
This path the beſt of men have trod, 
And who'd decline the road to God? 
© Ob! *tis a glorious boon to die! 
© This favour can't be priz'd tos high.” a 
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Ss 1 The taptures kindling in my breaſt: =» 
My foul a 6x/0artention gave © et 
"With hanghty fiides approcetd—amar's, © | 
- 1 flaod and trembled as I fad. NT 
| The ſeraph calm'd each anxious fear, 
| And kindly wip's the falling tear; | 
; j To meet the pale, terrifick king. ION 
1 ' But now what milder ſcenes ariſe ! . 
7 _ He feems « youth ee, 

me graceful cinglets waves his hair ; | EE” 
1 His burniſh'd plames reflect the day. 
And all the angel ſtands confeſs'd. 

I view'd the change with ſweet 

. | Aud, ch! I panted for the fries ; 

| Thank d Heav'n, that cer I drew my breath, 


FF And wiumph'@in the thoughts of Death. 


KENSINGTON GARDEN. 


+ * 


BY MR, TICKEL. 


We ERE Kenſington, high o'er the neighb'ring lands, 
: | Midſt greens and ſweers, a regal fabrick flands, 
2 A ſnow of bloſſoms, and a wild of flow'rs, | | 


4 | | | 
| : 
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Here, while the town in damps and darkneſs lies, 
They breathe in (un-ſhine, and fee azure Nies. 
Where rick brocades and gloſſy damaſks glow, 
Ann conn, the rivel of the How'vry: bow. 
Here England's daughter, darling of the land, 
Sometimes, ſurrounded with her virgin band. 
Gleams through the ſhades : the, tow'ring fer the , 
: n 
orm'd to gain hearts, that Brunſwick's cauſe deny” 
1 * 
Long theſe groves to royal gueſts been known, 
Nor Naſſau firſt pre ferr'd them to a throne. 
Fre Norman banners wav'd in Britiſh air; 
| Eve lordly Hubba, with the golden hair, 
Pour'd in his Danes ; ere elder Julius came ; 
_ e a gave our iſle a name; 
prince of Albion's Iineage grac'd the wood, 
The ſcene of wars, and flain'd with lovers blood. 
You, who thro* gazing crowds, "BY 
owds, your captive throng, 
Throw pangs and paſſions as you movealong, 
Turn on the left, ye fair, your radiant eyes, 
Where all unlevell'd the gay garden lics: 
I gen'rous anguiſh for another's pains 
And liſten to my melancholy tale. 
That hollow ſpace, where now in living : 
rows, 
Line above line, the yew's fad verdure grows, 
Was, ere the planter's hand it's beauty gave, 
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A common pit, a rude unfaſhion'd cave; 
The landſcape now fo ſweet we well may praiſe, 
But far, far ſweeter, in it's ancient days; 
Far ſweeter was it, when it's peopled ground 
With fairy domes and dzazling tow'rs were crown'd- 
| Where 


* 


In dells and dales, conceal'd from human fight: 
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Where in rhe. midi thoſe verdant pillars fpring,— | 
Roſe the proud palace of the Elfin king ; f 
For ex ry hedge of vegetable green, 8 A 
In happier years, a crouded ſtreet was ſeen ; | a 


Could match the numbers of it's pigmy race. 5 | 5 
What urg'd this mighty empire to it's fate, = 4 
A tale of woe and wonder, I relate. 


When Albion rul'd the land, whoſe lineage came l 
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame, 
Their midnight prank: the fprighcly fairies play'd | 
On ev'ry hill, and danc'd in ev'ry ſhade. ; 

But, foes to ſunſtine, moſt they took delight 


There hew'd their houſes in the arching rock; 
Or ſcoop'd the boſom of the blaſted oak ; 

Or heard, o'erſhadow'd by ſome ſhelving hill, 
The diſtant monmurs of the fem. ws 
They, rich in pilfer'd ſpoils, indulg'd their mirth, 
And pity'd the huge wretched fons of earth. 6 
E'en now, tis ſaid, the hinds o'erhear their firain, 
And ſtrive to view their airy forms in vain; 

They to their cells at man's approach repair, 
Like the ſhy leveret, or the mother hare, 


&.. 
Of unſeen footſteps on tne haunted ground. | 
Stood the lov'd feat of royal Oberon. | 
From ev'ry region, to his palace-gate TY. — 
Came peers and princes of the fairy late, 9 
Who, rank'd in council roond the ſacred ſhade, | 4 
Their monarch's will and great beheſts hey d. 
From Thames fair banks, by lofty tow'rs adorn d. 
With loads of plunder oft has chiefs return d: 3 
Hence, in proud robes, and colours bright and *. = 
22885 * I 
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Hath fam'd king Pepin and his court furvey'd, 
May gueſs, if old by modern things we trace, 
The pomp and fplendor of the fairy race. 

Dy mogick fenc'd, by ſpell encompaſs d round, 
No mortal touch'd this interdicted ground; 
No mortal enter'd, thoſe alone who came, 

StoPn from the couch of ſome terreſtrial dame: 
For oft of babes they robb'd the matron':s bed, 

It chanc'd, a youth of Albion's royal blood 
Was folter'd here, the wonder of the wood; 
Milkah, for wiles above her peers renown'd, 
Deep ſxill'd in charms and many a myſtick found, 
As through the regal dome the ſought for prey, 
Ober d the infant Albion, where he lay, 
In manties broider'd o'er with gorgeous pride, 
Who now but Milkah triumphs in her mind! 
Ah, wretched nymph, to future evils blind ! 

The th-ft, hard-hearted ! of that guilty day: 
Thos, in thy turn, ſhalt like the queen repine, 
And all her forrews, doubled, ſhall be thine ; 
He who adorns thy houſe, the lovely boy 
Who now adorns it, ſhall at length deſtroy. 

Two hundred moons in their pale courſe had ſeen 
The gay-rob'd fairies glimmer on the green, 
And Aibion now had reach'd in youthful prime 
To nineteen years, as mortals meaſure time. 
Fluſt'd with reſiſtleſs charms, he fir'd to love 
Fach nymph} and little Dyyad of the grove ; 
For ſkilful Milkah fpar'd not to employ 
Her utmoſt art to rear the princely boy. 
Each ſupple limb the ſwath d, and tender bone, 
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And form'd, in beauteous miniature, the man. 
Yet ftill, two inches taller than the ret, . 
His lofty port his human birth conſeſs d; 
A foot in height, how ſtately did he ſhow ! 
How look ſuperior on the crowd below! 
What knight like him could tofs the ruſhy lance! 
Who move ſo graceful in the mazy dance! 
A ſhape fo nice, or features half fo fair, 
Wnat elf could boaſt! or ſuch a flow of hair! 
Bright Kenna faw, a princeſs born to reign, i 
Ske, heireſs to this empire's potent lord, 
Prais'd like the lars, and next the moon adar d; 
To whom proud Oriel and Azuriel ſu d, 
In her high palace laaguiſh'd, void of joy, | 
And pin'd in fecret for a mortal boy. | 
thn ew thion hd ids. 
By courtly deeds, to gain the virgin's love 
For her he cull'd the faireſt low'rs that grew, 
Fre morning ſuns had drain'd their fragrant dew; 
He chas'd the hornet in his mid-day flight, 
And brought her glow-worms in the noon of night: 
When on ripe fruit ſhe caſt a wiſlang eye, 
Did ever Albion think the tree too high? ? 
He ſhow'd her where the pregnant goldinch hung, 
And the wren - mother brouding o'er her young; 
To her th' inſcription on their eggs he read, 
(Admire, ye clerks, the youth whom Milkah bred!) | 
To her he ſhow d each herb of virtuous juice, 
Their pow'rs diftiaguiſh*d, and deſcrib's their uſe ; 
All vain their pow'rs, alas! to Kenna prove, 
And well ſung Ovid, Therz”s no herb for love.“ 
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As when a ghoſt, enlarg'd from realms below, 
4 Secks it's old friend de tel forme ſecret e 
x His painful filence, ll the mortal ſpeak ; 
1 So far d it with the little love-fick maid, 
4 Forbid to utter what her eyes betray'd.. 
=” , He faw heranguith, and reveaP'd his fame, 
1 And ſpar'd the bluſhes of the tongue-ty'd dame. 


The day would fail me, ſhould I reckon oer 
3 | The ſighs they laviſh'd, and the oaths they ſwore ; 
I In words fo melting, that, compar'd with thoſe, 
I The niceſt courtſhip of terreſtrial beaus, 
To red-cheek'd fweet-hearts in their home-fpun gowns. 
All in a lawn of many a various hue, | 
A bed of flow'rs (a fairy foreſt) grew; 
Tus here, one noon, the gaudieſt of the May, 
The fill, the ſecret, filent hour of day, 
Beneath a lofty tulip's ample ſhade, | 
Sate the young lover, and th' immortal maid. 
They thought all fairies flept; ah, luckleſs pair! 
Hid, but in vain, in the fun's noon-tide glare 
When Albion, leaning on his Kenna's breaſt, 
Thus all the ſoſtneſs of his foul expreſs'd. 
© All things are buſk'd. The ſun's meridian rays 
Veil the horizon in one mighty blaze ; 
© Nor moon nor ſtar in heav'n's blue arch is ſeen 
« With kindly rays to filver o'er the green. 
© Grateful to fairy eyes; they ſecret take 
© Their reft, and only wretched mortals wake. 
© This dead of day I fly to thee alone, 
© A world to me, a moltitude in one. 25 
© Oh, ſweet as den- drops on theſe flow ry lawns, 
© When the ſty opens and the ev*ning dawns ! 
© Straight as the pink, that tow'rs ſo high in air, 
« Soft as the blue-bell! as the daiſy, fair! 


l 
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« Blefe'd be the hour, when firſt I was coavey'sd, 
* An infant captive, to this blifful hadef 
Aud bleſs'd the hand that did my form refine, 
„Aud ſhrunk my flature to a march with thine ! 
Glad, I for thee renounce my royal birth, 
And all the giant-daughters of the earth. 
© Thou, if thy breaſt with equal ardour burn, 
© Renounce thy kind, and love for love return: 
* So from us two, combin'd by nuptial ties, 
»A race unknown of demi-gods ſhall riſe. 
* Oh, ſpeak, my love! my vows with vows repay, 
«© And fweetly fvear my rifing fears away.” 
To whom (the ſhining azure of her eyes 
© By all the ſtars, and firft the glorious moon, 
I ſwear, and by the head of Oberon, 
A dreadful cath! no prince of fairy line 2 
© Shall e'er in wedlock plight his vows with mine. 
Where er my footſteps in the dance are ſeen, 
May toad-ſtools riſe, and mildews blaſt the green; 
May the keen eaſt-wind blight my fav'rite flo re, 
And ſnakes and ſpotted adders havnt my bow'rs. 
'd whole ages in an hemlock ſhade, 
© There rather pine I a negleGied maid ; 
Sr 
* Parch in the fun a thouſand fummer days; 
* 'Than any prince, a prince of fairy line, 
© In facred wedlock plight his vows with mine.” 
She ended: and with lips of wi hue, 
Dipp'd five times over in ambroſial dew, 
Stifled his words. When from his covert rear'd, 
The frowning brow of Oberon appear'd. 
A ſan-flower's trunk was near, whence (killing fight!) 
The monarch iffu'd, half an ell in height : 
Full on the pair a furious look he caſt, 
ꝗ—— aus 
2 2 
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That through the woodland echo'd far and wide, 
And drew a fwatm of ſubjefts to his fide. 


A hundred choſen knights, in war renown'd, 
Drive Albion, banith'd from the facred ground; 
And twice ten myriads guard the bright abodes, 
Where the proud king, among his demi-gods, 
For Kenna's ſudden bridal bids prepare, 
And to Azuriel gives the weeping fair. 
If fame in arms, with ancient birth combin'J, 
And faultleſs beauty, and a ſpotleſs mind, 
To love and praiſe can gen'rous fouls incline, 
That love, Azuriel, and that praiſe were thine. 
Blood, only lefs than royal, fill'd thy veins, 
Proud was thy roof, and large thy fair domains : 
Where now the ſkies high Holland Houſe invades, 
And fhort-liv'd Warwick fadden'sd all the ſhades, 
Thy dwelling ſtood; nor did in him afford 
A nobler owner, or a lovelier lord. 
For thee a hundred fields produc'd their tore, 
And by thy name ten thouſand vaſſals ſwore; 
So lov'd thy name, chat, at their monarch's choice, 
All fairy ſhouted with a gen'ral voice. 

Oriel alone a ſecret rage ſappreſs'd, 
That from his boſom heav'd the golden veſt. 
Along the banks of Thame his empire ran, 
Wide was his range, and populous his clan. 
When cleanly ſervants, if we truſt old tales, 
Whole heaps of filver tokens, nightly paid 
The careful wife or the neat daicy-maid, 
Sunk not his flores. With ſmiles and pow'rful biibes 
He gain'd the leaders of his neighbour tribes ; 
And ere the night the face of heav'n had chang'd, 
Beneath his banners half the fairies rang'd. 
Meanwhile, driven back to earth, a lonely way, 
The chearleſs Albion wander'd half the day; 


A long, 


BEAUTIES OF 'FORTRY. 36; 


A long, long journey, pom 50x ROI 
Il meaſur'd by ten thouſand barley-corns.. ; 
Ted out an length, x ſpreading les, he fr. 
Fed by old Thame, a daughter of the tide: ' © 
222 though now it's fame 
Obſcur'd, it bears the creeks inglorious name, 
And creeps, as through contraſted bounds it rays, 
A leap for boys in theſe degenerate days. ry 
On the clear chryſtal's verdant bank he flood, | 
And thrice look'd backward on the fatal wood, 
And thrice he groan'd, and thriee he beat his breaſt, 
And thus in tears his kindred gods addreſs d. | 
If true, ye wat'ry pow'rs, my lineage came 
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame; 
© Down to his court, with coral garlands crown'd, 
0 Through all your grottos waft my plaintive ſound, 
© And urge the god, whoſe trident ſhakes the earth, 
* To grace his offspring, and aſſert my birth.“ 
He ſaid. A gentle Naiad heard his pray*r ; 
And, touch'd with pity for a lover's care, 
Shoots to the ſea, where, low beneath the tides, 
Old Neptune in th” unfathom'd depth reſides. 
Nouz d at the news, the ſea's ftern fultan ſwore 
Revenge, and ſcarce from preſent arms forbore; 
But firſt the nymph his harbinger he ſends, 
And to her care his fav rĩte boy commends. 
As through the Thames her backward courſe ſhe guides, 
Driven up his current by the refluent tides, 
Along his banks the pigmy legions ſpread = 
She ſpies, and haughty Oriel at their head. 
Soon with wrong'd Albion's name the hoſt ſhe f res, 
And counts the ocean's god among his ſires ; 
© The ocean's god, by whom ſhall be o'erthrown 
(Styx heard his cath) the tyrant Oberon. 
* See here, beneath a toad-ſtool's deadly gloom, 
Lies Albion: him the fates your leader doom. 


2 Z 2 Hear 
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With ſhouts, their new- ſaluted emperor. 


Felt his heart fatter in his lintle bread ! 
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© Hear, and obey; "tis. Neptane's pow'rful call; 
* By him Azuricel and bis king hall fall.“ 
She ſaid. They bad: . 


E'en Oriel ard: at leafs, to finile he more, 


And hopes of vengeance triumph d over love. 


See now the mourner of the lonely ſhade, 
By gods protefied, and by bete obey'd; = 
A flave, a chief, by fickle Fortune's play, 
In the ſhort courſe of one revolving day. 
What wonder if the youth, ſo ſrangely bless d, 


He views extended half an acre wide; 

More light he treads, more tall he ſeems to riſe, 

And firuts a fraw-breadth nearer to the fries. 
O for thy Muſe, great bard®, whoſe lofty trains 


In battle join'd the Pygmies and the Cranes! 


Each gaudy knight, had I that warmth divine, 


6 Each colour d legion in my verſe ſhould ſhine. 


But fimple I, and innocent of art, 

The tale, that footh'd my infant years, impart; 
The tale I heard whole winter eves, untir d, 

And ſing the battles that my nurſe inſpir d. 

Now the ſhrill corn-pipes, echoing loud to arms, 


To rank and file reduce the ſtraggling fwarms : 
Thick rows of ſpears at once, with ſudden glare, 


A grove of needles, glitter in the air; 


Looſe in the wind fmall ribband fireamers flow, 


Dipp'd in all colours of the heav'nly bow; 
Aud the gay hoſt, that now it's march purſues, 
Gleams o'er the meadows in a thouſand hues. 
Shone Aſia's ſons, a pleafing, dreadful fight. 


„ Kee Addifen. 


Ul 
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la various robes their filken troops were ſeen, 


The blue, the red, and prophet's facred green: 
When blooming Brunſwick, near the Danube's flood, 
Firſt ftain'd his maiden ſword in Turkiſh blood. ; 
Unſeen and filent march the low brigades, 
Through pathleſs wilds, and unfrequented ſhades. 
In hopes already vanquiſh'd by ſurprize, | 
In Albion's power the fairy empire lies; 
Already has he ſein'd on Kenna's charms, 
And the glad beauty wembles is his arms. 
The march concludes; and now, in profpeRt near, 
But fenc'd with arms, the hoſtile tow'rs appear ; 
For Oberon, or Druids falſely fing, 
| Wore his prime-viaĩer in a magick ring: 
A ſubtle ſprite, that opening plots foretold, 
Hence, in a creſcent form'd, his legions bright, 
To charge their foes they march, a glitt ring band, 
And in their van doth bold Azuriel ſtand. 
What rage that hour did Albion's foul poſſeſs, = 
Let chiefs imagine, and let lovers gueſs! 
Forth iſſuing from his ranks, that ſtrove in vain 
To check his courſe, athwart the dreadful plain 
He ſtrides iadignant; and, with haughty cries, 
To fingle fight the fairy prince defies. 
 _ © Forbear, raſh youth, th* unequal war to try: 
© Nor, ſprung from mortals, with immortals vie. 
No god ſtands ready to avert thy doom, 
Nor yet thy grandfire of the waves is come.” 
My words are vain—no words the wretch can move, 


| By beauty dazzled, and bewitch'd by love : 


He longs, he burns, to win the glorious prize ; 
And fees no danger, while he fees her eyes. 
Now from each hoſt the eager wazriors ſtart, 
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'T was feather'd from the bee's tranſparent wing, 
And it's ſhaft ended in a hornet's ſting ; 

But, toſs d in rage, it flew without a wound, 
High o'er the for, and guiltleſs pierc'd — 
Not fo AzuriePs: with unerring aim, 
%% jav in came, 
Ioove chrongh he Borel Rich and Giken vefl, 
And lightly ras d the lover's ivory breaft. 

Rovz'd at the ſmarr, and riſing to the blow, 

ith his keen ſword he cleaves his fairy foe ; 

Sheer from the ſhoulder to the waiſt he cleaves, 

And of one arm the tott'ring trunk bereaves. 

His uſeleſs ſteel brave Albion wields no more, 
But fternly ſmiles, and thinks the combat o'er: 

So had i: been, had aught of mortal ſtrain, 

But empyreal forms, hcowe'er in fight 

Gaſh'd and diſmember'd, eaſily unite. 

As ſome frail cup of China's pureſt mold, 

With azure varniſh'd, and bedrop'd with gold, 

Tho” broke, if cur'd by fome nice virgin's hands, 
In it's old ſtrength and priſtine beauty ſtands ; 

So did Axuriel's arm, if fame ſay true, 

Rejoin the vital trunk whence firſt it grew; 

And, whilſt in wonder fix'd poor Albion ſtood, 
Plung'd the curs'd ſabre in his beart's warm blood. 
The golden broidery tender Milkah wove, 

The breaſt to Kenna ſacred and to love, 
Pours out a flood of purple on the ground. 
The jetty luſtre fickens in his eyes; 

On his cold cheeks the bloomy freſhneſs dies: 


Oh, Kenna, Kenna!“ thrice he try'd to fay ; 
* Kenna, farewel!” aud ß gh'd his foul away. 
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By ſiſter Naiads echo'd from the ſhore ; 
Thence down to Neptune”s ſecret realms convey'd, 
Through gruts, and glooms, and many a coral ſhade. 

The ſea's great fire, with looks denouncing war, | 
The trident ſhakes, and mounts the pearly car: | 
O'er foaming mountains, and through burſting rides, 
Now high, now low, the bounding chariot rides, 
Till through the Thames in a loud whirlwind's roar 

| It ſhoots, and lands him on the deſtin'd ſhore. 

Now fi xd on earth his tow'ring ſtature flood, 

Hung o'er the mountains, and o'erlook'd the wood. 

To Brumpton's grove one ample ſtride he took, 

| (The vallies trembled, and the foreſts ſhook ;) 

The next huge ſtep reach'd the devoted ſhade, 

Where choak'd in blood was wretched Albian laid : 

Where now the vanquiſh'd, with the victors join'd, 

Beneath the regal banners ſtood combin'd. 
Ti embattled dwarfs with-rage and ſcorn he paſs'd, 

And on their town his eye vindictive caſt. 

It's deep foundations his long trident cleaves, 4 
And high in air th* up-rooted empire beaves; | J 
On his broad engine the vaſt ruin hang, - 

Which on the foe with force divine he flung: 
Aghaſt the legions in th' approaching ſhade, 1 
Th' inverted ſpires and rocking domes ſurvey d, | 

That downward tumbling on the hoft below, 

Cruſh'd the whole nation at one dreadful blow. 

Tow*r:, arms, nymphs, Warriors, are together loft, .Y 

And a whole empire falls to foothe ſad Albion's ghoſt = 
Such was the period, long reftrain'd by Fate, 

And ſuch the downfal of the fairy ſtate. 

This dale, a pleaſing region, not unbleſs'd, 

This dale poflefs'd they; and had ſtill poſlefs'd, 


1 
* * Had 
is k | | 
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Had not their monarch, with a father*wpride, 
Rent from her lord th” inviolable bride; 
Rakh to diffolve the contract ſeal'd above, 
The folems vows, and facred bonds of love. 
Now, where his elves fo brightly danc'd the round, | 
His tow'rs and people fill one common grave, 
A ſhapelefs ruin, and a barren cave. | 
Beneach bags kitte of fncking pites he lay, | 
Stunn'd and confounded, a whole ſummer's day. 
At length awak'd, (for what can long refirain 
Unbody'd ſpirits!) but awak'd in pain: 
And as he aw the defolated wood, © 
And the dark den where once his empire ſtood, 
Grief chili d his heart ; to his half-open'd eyes, 
In ev'ry oak a Neptune feem's to riſe. 
He fled ; and left, with all his trembling peers, 
The long poſſeſſion of a thouſand years. * 
Thro* dank and dry, o'er fireams and flow'ry vales, 
Direct they fled ; but often look'd behind, 
And flopp'd and ſtarted at each ruftling wind. 
Wing' d with like fear, his abdicated bands 
Diſperſe and wander into diff rent lands: 
Ins ſilent glooms impervious to the ſky; 
Part on fair Avon's margin ſeek repoſe, 
Where formidable Neptune never came, 
And feas and oceans are but known by fame; 
| Some to dark woods and fecret ſhades retreat, 
And ſome on mountains chuſe their airy ſeat. 
There haply by the ruddy damſel feen, 
Or ſhepherd-boy, they featly foot the green, 
, Whale from their fleps a circling verdure fprings ; 
Bat fly from towns, and dread the courts of kings. 
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Hung o'er the body of her breathleſs love; 
"Try'd ev'ry art (vain arts!) to change his doom, 
And vow'd (vain vows!) to join him in the tomb. 
What could ſhe do z the Fates alike deny 
The dead to live, or fairy forms to die. 

An herb there grows, (ihe ſame old Homer tells“ 
Ulyſies bore to rival Cizce”s ſpells;) 
It's root is ebon- black, but ſeads to light 
A ſtem that bends with flow'rets milky white ; 
But fecret kept from mortal men below. 
And murmur'd myftick numbers oer the dead; 
When, lo! the little age, by magick pow'r, 
Grew leſs and leſs, contraſted to a flow'r ; 
A flow'r, that firſt in this ſweet garden fmil'd, 
To virgias ſacred, and the fnow-drop fiyPd. 
Warm'd with her 6ghs, and with her tears bedew's; - 
1:'s ripen'd fee is from bank to bank convey'd, 
And with Ber lover whiten'd half the ſhade. 
Thus, won from death, each 8 
Aud glories in the vegetable ſaow ; - 
Which now incoace's e wite eee b 
I's parent's warmth and ſpo leſs name retains; 1 
Firit leader of the flow ry race aſpires, 
And foremoſt catches the ſun's genial fies; 
Midf froſts and ſaows triumphant dares appear, 
Mingles the ſeaſons, and leads on the year. 

Deſerted now by all the pigmy race, 
Nor man nor fairy touch'd this guilty place. 
Ja heaps en heaps, for many a rolling age, 
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-- 
Till great Naſſau recloth's the defart ſhade, 
Thence ſacred to Britannia's monarchs made. 

— the grees-cet3 aymph, foir Kenna, came, 
(Kenna, that gave the neighb”ring town it's name) 
Proud when ſhe ſaw th' ennobled garden ſhine 

With nymphs and heroes of her lover's line, 

She vod to grace the manſions once her own, 

And picture out in plants the fairy town. | 

To far-fam'd Wile her flight unſeen the fped, 
And with gay proſpecis fill'd the craftſman's head; 
Seft in his fancy drew a pleaſing ſcheme, 

And plann'd that landſcape in a morning dream. 

With the fweet view the fire of gardens fir'd, 
Attempts the labour by the nymph inſpir'd ; 
The walls and fireets in rows of yew deſigns, 
And forms the town in all it's ancient lines : 
The corner trees he lifts more high in air, 
And girds the palace with averCant ſquare; 
Nor knows, while round he views the riſing ſcenes, 
He builds a'city as he plants his greens 

With a fad pleaſure the atrial maid 

This image of her ancient realm ſurvey d; 
Haw chang'd, how fall'n from it's primeval pride ! 
Vet here each moon, the hour her lover dy'd, 
And leads the dance beneath pale Cyntkia's rays; 
_ Pleas'd in theſe ſhades to head her fairy train, 

And grace the groves where Albion's Kinſmen reign. 
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DEATH AND THE DOCTOR. 


OCCAMONED vr . gewesen LAMPOONING A FRIEND 


OF THE AUTHOR. 
BY MR. GARRICK. 
$ Doftor * * muſing fat, 
Death faw, and came without delay: 
With, © Doctor, why fo thoughtful, pray?” 


But ſoon they more familiar grew: 
And then he told his piteous caſe, 


Away with fear?” the phantom faid, 
As ſoon as he had heard his tale: | 
0 Take my advice, and mend your trade; 
We both are loſers if you fail. 


© Go, write; your wit in ſatire ſhow— 
© No matter whether ſmart or true; 
* Call * * names, the greateſt foe 
- To dullaeſs, folly, pride, and you. 


Then copies ſpread (there lies the trick ;) 
© Among your friends beſure you ſend em: 
© For all wha read will ſoon grow fick, 

* And when you're call d upon, attend 'm. 


Thus trade increaſing by degrees, 
Doctor, we both mall have our ends: 
For you are ſure to have your fees, 

* Aad I am fure to have your friends.“ 
94 5 
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= THE BLACKBIRDS. 
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x BY MR. JAGO. 
4 "WS "HE fun had chas'd the mountain ſnow, 
BH And kindly loos'd the frozen foil ; 


The melting ſtreams began to flow, 
1 And plowmen urg d their annual toil. 


A blackbird rais'd his am'rous fong, 


| And thus it eche d theo” the grove. 


2 O faireſt of the feather'd train! 
3 * For whom I ſing, for whom I burn 3 
* Attend with pity to my ſtrain, 

* And grant my love a kind return. 


© For fee, the wiat'ry forms are flown, 
And gentle zephyrs fan the air; 
| © Let us the genial influence own, 
© Let us the vernal paſtime ſhare. 


55 * The raven plumes his jetty wing, 
0 pleaſe bis croaking paramour ; 
The larks reſponſive ditties fing, 
© And :ell their paſſion as they toar. 
* But truſt me, love, the raven's wing 
© Is not to be compar'd with mine ; 
© Nor can the lark fo ſweetly ſing 


As I, who firength with ſweetneſs join. 


O, let 
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* ©, let me all thy fieps attend? 
* I'll point new treaſures to thy fight; 
* Whether the grove thy wiſh befriend, 
6 Or hedge-rows green, or meadows bright. 


« Pll fhew my love the cleareſt ill, 
Whoſe ſtreams among the pebbles firay; 
© Theſe will we fip, and fip our fill, 
* Or on the flow'ry margin play. 


© Fill lead her to the thickeſt brake, 
Impervious to the ſchool-boy's eye ; 
© For her the plaiſter'd net F'lI make, 
* And on her downy pinions lie. 


When prompted by 4 mother*s care, 
Her warmth ſhall e 
© The pleaſing taſk I'll gladly hare, 
Or chear her labours with my ſong. 


© To bring her food I'll range the fields, 
< And cull the beſt of ev'ry kind ; 

© Whatever Nature's bounty yields, 
And love's aſſiduous care can find. 


© And when my lovely mate would ſtray 
To taſte the ſummer ſweets at large, 
I'll wait at home the live-long day, 
© And tend with care our little charge. 
* Then prove with me the ſweets of love, 
With me divide the cares of life ; 
© No buſh hall boaſt in all the grove 
© So fond a mate, fo bleſs'd a wife,” 
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2 | He cexr'd his fong: The melting dame © 
_ With foft indulgence heard the ain; 
BZ She felt, ſhe own'd, a mutual flame, 490. 
=z And hafted to relieve his pain. 


Wer” 


_ — 

3 And neſiled cloſely to her fide; 
_— . 

4 
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The fondeft bridegroom of that hour, 
And he the molt delighted bride. 


Next morn he wak'd her with a fong ; 
© Behold,” he faid, © the new-born day! 


© The lark his matin peal has rung, 
* Ariſe, my love, and come away.” 


Together thro* the fields they ftray'd, 
Aud to the marm'ring ni let's fide; 


Renew d their vows, and hopp'd and play's, 
. With hovett joy, and decent pride. 


When, oh! with grief the Muſe relates 
„ , The mournful ſequel of my tale; 
Sent by an order from the Fates, 

A gunner met them in the vale. 


Alarm'd, the lover cry'd, * My ths, 
* Haſte, haſte away, from danger fly ! 


Here, gunner ! point thy thunder here ; 
© ©, ſpare my love, and let me die!” 


: At him the gunner tock his aims 
His aim, alas! was all too true: 
b O! had he choſe ſome other game ! 


4 LA 
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8 foag, 
And fave the lover in my verſe. 


ODE TO DEATH —- | 


| TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF THE KikG OP 
PRUSSIA. 


BY DR. HAWKESWORTH. 


ET a few years, or days perhaps, 
Earth o'er theſe limbs her duſt hall firew, 
And life's fantaſtick dream be o'er. 


Alas! I touch the dreadful brink ; 

From Nature's verge impelPd I fink; 
And endleſs darkneſs wraps me round ! 

Yes, Death is ever at my hand, 

Faſt by my bed he takes his ſtand, 

And conſtant at my board is found. 


Earth, air, and fire, and water, join 
Againſt this fleeting lite of mine ; 
And where for ſuccour can I fly ? 
To ſhield me like a guardian friend, 
By Art, ere Nature bids, I die. 


I fee this tyrant of the mind, = 5 
This idol Fleſh, to duſt confign'd, 


Once call'd from duſt by Pow'r divine; 3 
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It's features change! tis pale! "tis cold 
Hence, dreadful fpefire! to behold 
| Thy afpeft, is to make it mine. 


And can I, then, with guilty pride, 

Which fear nor ſhame can quell or hide, 
This flefh fil] pamper and adorn ! 

Thus viewing what I ſoon ſhall be, 

Can what I am demand the knee, 
Or ol on aught around with feorn ? 


That lives, that thinks, what fate betides! 
Can this be duſt, a kneaded clod ! 

This yield to death ! the foul, the mind, 
That meaſures heav's, and mounts the wind, 
That knows, at once, itſelf and God ? 


Great Cauſe of all, above, below, 

Who knows thee, muſt for ever know, 
Immortal and divine! 

Thy image en my foul impreſi d, 

Of endleſs being is the teſt, 


Tranſporting theught !—but am I ſure 
That endleſs life will joy ſecure ? 


Great God, how awful is the ſcene ! 
A breath, a tranſient breath between; 
4 dung, and laugh, and play! 


Yet, dumb with, wonder, I behold 


: 
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To cond, alas? too firmly bound, 


| Arc ſhivers when they've torn away. | 


r 
How do ye bind with filken chains, 


Which at Hereulean firength to break ! 


How with new terrors have ye ) 


How many Gents G7 0s yen? 


r 22 

Seize, haſte to ſeize the glitt ring prĩae, 

And lighs, and tears, and pray'rs, deſpiſe, 
Nor ſpare the temple's holy ground. 


They go, ſucceed; but look again, 
The defp'rate band you ſeek in vain, 
Now trod in duſt, the peaſant's ſcorn: 
_ 
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That heard th" infatiate vow, rebel, 


n 


Would ver have thought them mortal born? 


Blood marks his progres wide and far, 


Sure he ſhall reign while ages fly: 
No; vaniſh'd like a morning cloud, 
The hero was but juſt allow'd 


To fight, to conquer, and to die. 


And is it true, I aſk with dread, 5 
That nations, heap'd on nations, bled 
Beneath his chariot's fervid wheel, 
With trophies to adorn the ſpot, 

Where his pale corſe was left to rot, 
And doom'd the hungry reptile's meal? 


Ves! Fortune, weary'd with her play, 
Her toy, this hero, caſts away, 

And ſcarce the form of man is ſeen : 
Awe chills my breaſt, my eyes o'erflow, 
Around my brows no roſes glow, 

The cypreſs mine, funereal green 


Vet in this hour of grief and fears, 
When awful Truth unveil'd appears, 
Some pow'r unknown uſurps my breaft ; 


Back to the world my thoughts are led, 


My feet in Folly*s lab'rinth tread, 


How weak an empreſs is the Mind, 


Whom Pleafure”s flow'ry wreaths can bind, 
And captive to her altars lead! 


J 


Where men, nor things, ave what they n. 
9 | Fes L | 
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TH to my friend! fuch health may Henn beflow, | 
| As worth and virtue ever ought to know. | Y 
Health to my friend ! 2 Bn 


As needs no ſaccours from the healing art. I 
Health to my friend! ſuch health as Nature brings, 1 


Alike to peaſants, nobles, princes, kings. 
Such health as paints, on Daphne's glowing cheek, | 0 
The roſe-bad*s bloom, and the carnation's Mek. 3 
In att to burſt the ſmooth, pellucid ſkin. wif at] . 
Such health as ſheds, from eyes untaught to play, | 1 
Beams that may rival the bright orb of day: © 42 
Unleſs for Damon gone, or Damon nigh. | | > 4 


Such health 222 FEI JO Game, 
Charms undeſcrib'd, and grace without a name; 1 
_ aw * = 
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r 
Braces his nerves, and arms his manly tread ; = 
Or wiy with vigour in the ſprightly dance; 

His heart with bold and braveſt purpoſe fills, 

Or to his love as to his honour wwe, 

With equal ardour bids him both purſue; — 

Sure that the ſais preferr'd flill beſt ſucceeds, = 
Where, crown'd with fame, the conqu ring lover pleads. 
Nor needs my friend the road to Health explore, 
Whoſe daily travel brings him to her door: 

To her delightful haunts, her bleſs'd abode, 

— Through Temp'rance- lies the plain and open road. 

No glutton, fatiate with unneeded food, 

No lawleſs vot'ry to unhallow'd: love, 
Health's unabated joys muſt hope to prove. 

Nor he whoſe foul, by various paſſions tofs'd, 

Deaf to perſuaſion, and to reaſon loſt ; 

Who burſts in anger, or diſſolves in grief, 

But he whoſe mod' hate meals, and frugal board, 

By hunger ſanc d. and with plain viands ftor'd, 

Await on Nature's calls; whoſe ſteady mind, 

Slave to no vice, by Virtue's rules confin'd, 

With calm intent, purſues thro” life that plan, 

Which honours God, and dignifies the man: 

On him ſhall blooming Health with ſmiles attend, 
Sworn foe to Health, lo! Indolence creeps by, 

+ Meagre his viſage, and half closed his eye; 

By droply fwell"d, or by conſumption worn: 

His life one ſcene of complicated woe ; 

And een bis only refoge, Death, too flow ! 


"Y - 
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From this ſad ſpeQre learn, nor learn in vain, 

Toclimb the mountains height atearly dawn, 

And chaſe the bounding flag o'er hill and laws z 

The tim'rous hare in mazy rounds purſue, "Job 

Or preſs the felon fox in diſtant view; 

With niceſt eye to mark the covey's fall, 

Or lure the quail with artificial call; 

Forth from the copſe the gaudy pheaſant bring, 

Or ſeek the woodcock's feeds befide the fpring : 

When the pure ſtream, diſturd'd by gentle gales, 

With ſteady hand, and penetrating eye, 

To drop unnotic'd the fiftitious fly ; 

And feize on him who lives but to deſtroy. 

From toils like theſe, whilſt pain and fickneſs fly. 

Health blooms the cheek, and gliſtens in the eye? 

Nor let falſe pride impel thee to forbear 

Thoſe ſcenes of honeſt mirth and feſtive chear, 

Where ſturdy youth, in many a ſportive game, 

To heave the bar a long and cnvied throw, 

To caſt the quoit a ſure anerring blow ; 

The tow'ring ball with keeneſt eye to watch, 

With ſwifteſt foot the falling prize tocatch ; 

With ſtrengtk of arm to fall the friendly foe, 

Ot ſtraĩn each muſcle at the trip below; : 

With agile ſpeed the diſtant goal to gain 

Prom many a rival lab'ring o'er the plain: 

As ſhuns the lazy pamper'd ſons of wealth. 
Haſte, then, my Joddrell, to thy Smythſon haſte ; 

.. 


Leave 
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Leave the gay town for ſcenes more truly gay, 
Air anpolluted, and unclouded day: 

On the green hillock ſnuff the paſſing gale, 
Or catch the fragrance of the fow'ry dale. 
The vocal concers ef the woods attend, 
Where notes untun'd, in ſounds harmenious blend. 
_ Kfark Nature's colourings of various bye, 
Order and beauty in creation trace, 

From the gay moth, to man's imperial race: 
With awe impreſe d, his wond'rous frame furvey, 
Form'd from the duſt, and faſhion'd from the clay z 
The puſling ſeaſons of the year remark, 
From hoary winter, chrarleſe, dreary, dark, 
To jocund fpring, where, drefs'd in rich array, 
All nature wantons in the fweets of May. 
Admire the vip'ning fruits of ſummer's reign, 

And autumn, fraught with loads of golden grain z 
And Health ſhall deck thee with her envy'd crown. 


HENRY AXD EMMA. 


ven run MODEL OF THE NUT-BROWN MAID. 


EY NR. PRIOR, 


, TO Cre. 


HOU, to whale eyes Thend, at whole commend. 
(Tho low my voice, tho” artleſs be my band) 
I take the ſprighily reed, aud fing and play, 

Carelgſs of what the cens'ring world may lay ; 


; 
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Bright Cloe t objet of my conſtant vow, 

Win thon a while unbend thy ſerious brow? 

Wilt thou with pleaſure hear thy lover's ſtrains, 

And with one heav*nly ſmile v'erpay his paiqs ? 

No longer ſhall the Nut-brown Maid be old, 

Tho? fince her youth three hundred years have roll'd + 

At thy defire ſhe ſhall again berais'd, 

mag og ny iu 
No longer man of woman ſhall complain, 

That he may love, and not be lov'd again; 

That we in vain the fickle ſex purſue, 

Who change the conſtant lover for the new. | 

Of female paſſion feign'd, or faitk decay d, 

Heneeforth ſhall in my verſe refuted ftand, 

Be faid to winds, or writ upon the fand: 

And while my notes to future times proclaim | 

Unconquer'd love, and ever-during flame, 

O, faireſt of the ſex ! be thou my Muſe ; 

Deign on my work thy influence to diffuſe ; 

Let me partake the bleſſings I rehearſe, 

And grant me, Love, the juſt reward of verſe. 

As Beauty's potent queen, with ev'ry grace, 

That once was Emma's, has adorn d thy face; 
And as her Son has to my boſom dealt 

That conſtant flame which faithful Henry felt; 
DO let the flory with thy life agree, 

$ Let men once more the bright example ſee ; 

What Emma was to him, be thou to me: 

Nor fend me by thy frown from her I love, 

Diſtant and fad, a baniſh'd man to rove ; 

But, oh! with pity, long entreated, crown . 

My pains and hopes; and when thou fay'i chat one, 

Of all mankind, thou lov't; ob! think on me alone. 


_ 


—— Where beauteous is, and her huſband Thame, 
6 , * 3 a In * 


2G  EEAUTIES or Folfny. 
— - I times of yore an ancient baron liv'd, 

Led his free Britons to the Gallick war, 
'This lord had headed his appointed bands, 

In firm allegiance to his king's commands, 
And (all due honours faithfully diſcharg d) 
Had brought back his paternal coat, enlarg'd | 
With a new mark, the witneſs of his toil, | 
And no inglorious part of foreign ſpoil. 
From the loud camp reti d. and neify court. 
In honourable eaſe, and rural ſport, 
The remnant of his days he fafely paſs'd, 

Nor found they lagg*d too flow nor flew too faſt; | 
He made his wiſh with his eftate comply, 

Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. 

One child he had, a daughter, chaſte and fair, 
His ages comfort, and his fortunes heir; | 
They call'd her Emma, for the beauteous dame 
Who gave the virgin birth had borne the name ; 
The name th” indulgent father doubly lov'd, 
For in the child the mother's charms improv'd : 
Yet, as when line round his knees the play'd, 
He call'd her oft, in fport, his Nut-brown Maid, 
The friends and tenants took the ſondling word, 
(As ſtill they pleaſe who imitate their lord ;) 
 Ufage ecufirm'd what Fancy had begun, 
And Emma and the Nut-brown Maid were one. 
Theo? all the iſle her beauty was confefs'd. 
Oh! what perſections muſt that virgin ſhare, 
Who faireſt is eſteem d where ail are fair! 
From diſtant hires repair the noble youth, 
And find report, for once, had leffen'd truth. 
By wonder firſt, and then by paſſion mov'd, 
They came, they ſaw, they marvell'd, and they lov'd: 


By 
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By publick praiſes, and by ſecrer Ig, 


Ia tilts and tournaments the valiant ſtrove, 


In vain they combated, in vain they writ, 
Uſeleſs their firength, and impotent their wit. 
Great Venusenly muſt direft the dave, 
Which elſe will never renck — heart, 


Spite of th” attempts of force, and ſoft eſſacts of art: : 


1 


Great Venus muſt prefer the happy one; 

In Henry's caufe her favour muſt be u; 
While theſe in publick to the caſtle came, 

And by their grandeur juffify's their lame, 

More ſecret ways the careful Henty takes ; 

His ſquires, his arms, and equipage forſakes : 

In borrow'd name and falſe attire array d, 

Oft he find means to ſee the beauteous maid. 
When Emma hunts, in huntſman s habit dreſs'd, 

Henry on foot purſues the bounding beaft ; 

In his right-hand his beechen pole he bears, 
And graceful at his fide his bern he wears. 

Still to the glade, where ſhe has bent her way, 

Aud ſhews the path her ficed may ſaſeſt take: 

Directs her ſpear to fix the glorious wound; 

Pleag'd in his toils to have her triumph crown'd; 

And blows her praiſes in no common found. 

A. falc*ner Henry is, when Emma hawks; 

With her of tarſels and of lures he talks: 

Upon his wrift the tow'ring merlin flands, 

Practis d to riſe and ſtoop at her commands; 

9 
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And head!ong brought the tumbling quarry down, 
With humble ew rene he accoſts the fair, 
And with the honour'd feather decks her hair. 
Yet fill, as from the ſportive field the goes, 

His cCowncaft eye reveals his inward woes; 
And by his look and forrow is exprefs'd, 
A nobler game purſu'd than bird or beat. 

A khepherd now along the plain he roves, | 
And wich bis jolly pipe delights the groves. | 
The neighb'ring ſwains around the ſtranger throng, 

Or to admire, or emulate his ſong ; 

Nor heedful of their envy nor their praiſe: 
But ſoon as Emma's eyes adorn the plain, 
His notes he raiſes to a nobler ſtrain ; 
With dutiful reſpe& and ſtudious fear, 
Leſt any careleſs ſound offend her ear. 

A frantick gypſey now, the houſe he haunts, 
And in wild phrafes ſpeaks diſſembled wants. 
With the fqnd maids in palmiſtry he deals; 
(They tell the ſecret firit which he reveals; 
Says who ſhall wed, and who ſhall be beguil'd ; 
What groom ſhall get, and ſquire maintain the child : 
But, when bright Emma would her fortune know, 
A fofter look unbends his op'ning brow ; 

With wembling awe he gazes on her eye, | 

And in foft accents forms the kind reply ; 

That the ſhall prove as fortunate as fair, 

And Hymen's choicek gifts are all reſerv'd for her. 
No oft had Henry chang'd his fy diſ- viſe, 
Uamark d by all but beautcous Emma's eyes; 
Oft had found means alone to ſee the dame, 

And at her feet to breathe his am'rous flame; 
And oft the pangs of abſence to remove, 

By letters, ſoft interpreters of love: 
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- Till Time and Indus (the mighty two 
| That bring our wiſhes nearer to our view) 

Made him perceive that the inclining fair 

Receiv'd his vows with ne reluctant ear; 
That Venus had confirm d her equal reign, 3 

Aud dealt to Emma's heart a ſhare of Henry's pain. 

While Cupid fmil'd, by kind occaſion ble d; 

And, with the ſecret kept, the love inereas d; 

The am'rous youth frequents the filent groves, 

And much he meditates, for much he loves. 

He loves, tis true, and is belov'd again: I 
Great are his joys; but will they long remain ? 5 1 

Bat, ſmiling, will he ever be the fame? 

Beautiful looks are rul'd by fickle minds, 

And ſummer feas are turn'd by ſudden winds : | 

Another love may gain her eaſy youth ; 

Time changes thought, and flatt'ry conquers truth. 
O impotent eftate of human life! 

Where hope and fear maintain eternal firife ; 

Our cup of love unmix'd; forbear to throw 

Bitter ingredients in ; nor pall the draught 

Wich nauſeous grief: for our ill-judging thought 

Hardly enjoys the pleaſurable taſte; 

Or deems it not fincere, or fears it cannot laſt. 
With wiſhes rais'd, with jealoufies opprefs'd, 
(Alternate tyrants of the human breaſt) 
"By one great trial be reſolves to prove 

The faith of woman, and the force of love. 
If, ſcanning Emma's virtues, he may find 
That beauteous frame incloſe a fleady mind, I 
He'll fix his hope of future joy ſecure, 3 —_ 
And live a flave to Hymen's happy pow'r : q 3 
| 102 
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But if the fair-one, abe fears, is frail ; i: Tb, 
IF, pois'd aright in Reaſon's equal ſeale, | 
Light fly her merit, and her faults prevail; | 
His mind he vows to free from am rous care, | 
The latent miſchief from his heart to tear, | 
Reſume his azure arms, and ſhine again in war, 

South of the caſtle, in a verdant plade, 

| A ſpreading beech extends ker friendly hade: 

Here oft her filence had her heart declar'd. 
As aftive Spring awak'd her infant buds, = 
And genial life inform's the verdant woods, 
Henry, in knots involving Emma's name, 
Had half exprefs'd, and half conceaPd his flame, 
Upon this tree; and, as the tender mark 
_ Grew with the year, and widew'd with the bark, 

Venus had heard the virgia's foft addreſs, 
Thar, as the wound, the paſſion m'ght increaſe. 
As potent Nature ſhed her kindly ſhow'rs, 
Upon this tree the nymph's obliging care 

Had left a frequent wreath for Henry's hair; 
Which, as with gay delight the lover found, 
Glorious thro? all the plains he oft had gone, ] 


And to each ſwain the myſliek honour ſhewn ; 
The gift ſtill prais'd, the giver ſtill unknown. 
Bis ſecret note the troubled Henry writes; 
To the known tree the lovely maid invites: 
Imperfe& words and dubious terms expreſs, : 
That unforeſeen miſchance diſturb'd his peace; 
That he muſt ſomething to her ear commend, 
On which her condu and his life depend. 

Soon as the fair-one had the note receiv'd, 
The rgznant of the day alone ſhe griev'd ; 


For 
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For diff rent this from ev'ry former note, 
Which Venus dictated, and Henry wrote ; 
Which told her all his future hopes were laid 
On the dear boſom of his Nut-brown Maid ; 


Which always bleſs'd her eyes, and own'd her po. 


And bid her oft adieu, yet added more. 


Now night advanc'd: the houſe in ſleep were laid z 


The nurſe experienc's, and the prying maid ; 
At laſt, that ſprite which does inceſſant haunt 
The lover's ſteps, the ancient maiden aunt ; 

To her dear Henry, Emma wings her way, 
With quicken'd pace repairing forc'd delay. 
For Love, fantaſtic pow'r, that is afraĩd 

To ſtir abroad till watchfulneſs be laid, 
Undaunted, then, oer cliffs and vallies ſtrays, 
And leads his vot'ries fafe thro” pathleſs ways: 
Not Argus, with his hundred eyes, ſball find 
Where Cupid goes 3 tho” he, poor guide! is blind. 

The maiden firſt arriving, ſent her eye 
Toaſk if yet it's chief delight were nigh : 
With fear and with defire, with joy and pain. 
She ſees, and runs to meet him cn the plain, 
But, oh! his fteps proclaim no lover's haſte ; 

On the low ground his fix d regards are cat ; 
His artful boſom heaves diſſembled ſighs, 

And tears, ſuborn'sd, fall copious from his eyes. 
With eaſe, alas! we credit what we love; 
His painted grief does rea! ſorrow move 

Ia the afflicted fair ; adown her cheek, 
Trickling, the genuine tears their current break. 
Attentive ſtood the mournful nymph : the man 
Broke filence firlt ; the tale alternate ran. 

HENRY. 

Sincere, O tell me, haſt thou felt a pain, 
Emma, beyond what woman knows to feign ? 
Has thy uncertain boſom ever ſtrove 
ud the fir ramults of a real love ? 
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Haſt thou now dreaded, n 
By turns averſe, and jayful to obey ? | 
Thy virgia fofinefs haſt thou cer bewail'd, 

His kilkiag plcafure, his extatick fmart, _ | 
And heav'uly poiſon thrilling thro” thy heart? 
If fo, with pity view my wretched ſtate; 

At leaſt deplore, and then forget my fate: 

To fome more happy knight reſerve thy charms, 
By Fortune ſavour d, and ſucceſsful arms; 
And only, as the ſun's revolving ray 

Brings back each year this, melancholy day, 
Permit one ſigh, and ſet apart one tear, 

To an abandon'd exile's endleſs care. 

For me, alas! qutcaſt of human race, 
Love's anger only waits, and dire diſgrace z 
For, lo! theſe hands in murder are imbru'd, 

Theſe trembling feet by Juſtice are purſu'd: | | 
Fate calls aloud, and haſtens me away; 

A ſhameful death attends my longer ſtay; 

And I, this night, muſt fly from thee and love, 
ENS CE IIIO © CITES 200,'r0 en90 
EMMA. 

What is cur EG, that changeth with the moov 3 
And day of life, that darkens ere *tis noon ? 
What is true paſhon, if uableſs'd it dies? 

And where is Emma's joy, if Henry flies? 

If love, alas ! be pain, the pain I bear 
No thought can figure, and no tongue declare. 
The flames which long have in my boſom reigu d: 
The god of Love himſelf inhabits there, 
Wick all his rage, and dread, and grief, and care, 
His complement of ftores, and total war. 

O! ceaſe, then, coldly to ſuſpect my love, 
Aud let my deed at leaſt my faith approve. 


\ 


* 
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Alas! no youth ſhall my endearments ſhare, 
Nor day nor night ſhall interrupt my care; 

No future ſtory ſhail with truth upbraid 

The cold indi” rence of the Nut-brown Maid ; 
Nor to hard baniſhment ſhall Henry run, 
While careleſs Emma fleeps on beds of down. 
View me refolv'd, where'er thou lead” to go, 
Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy woe ; 

For I atteſt fair Venus and her fon, 
That I, of all mankind, will love but thee alone. 


| HENREY. 
Let Prudence yet obſtruct thy vent'rous way, 
And take good heed what men will thiak and ſay: 
That beauteous Emma vagrant courſes tool, 
Her father's houſe and civil life forſook ; 
That full of youthful blood, and fond of man, 
She to the woodland with an exile ran. 
Reflect, that leſſen d fame is ne er regain'd, 
And virgin honour, once, is always ftain's : 
Timely advis'd, the coming evil ſhun ; 
Better not do the dced, than weep it done; 
No penance can abſolve our guilty fame, 
Nor tears, that waſh out fin, can waſh out ſhame. 
Then fly the fad effects of deſpꝰrate love, 
And leave a baniſh'd man thro” lonely woods to rove. 
EMMA. 
Let Emma's hapleſs caſe be falſely told. 
By the raſh young, or the ill-natur'd old ; 
Let ev'ry tongue it's various cenſures chuſe, 
Abſolve with coldneſs, or with ſpite accuſe; 
Fair Truth at laſt her radiant beams will raiſe, 
And Malice, vanquiſh'd, beighten's Virtue's praiſe. 
O. let my preſence make thy travels light! 
And poteat Venus ſhall exalt my name 
Above the rumours of cenforious Fame; 
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Nor from that buſy demon's reſtleſ power 

Than that this truth hoold to the world be known, 

That I. of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone. 
HENKY. 

But canſt thou wield the ſword, and bend the how? 
With aQive force repel the ſturdy foe ? 
And winged deaths in whiſtling arrows fly ; 
Wilt thou, tho” wounded, yet undaunted ſtay, 

Perform thy part, and ſhare the dang*rous day? 

Then, as thy firength decays, thy heart will fail, 

Thy limbs all trembling, and thy cheeks all pale; 

With fruitleſs forrow, thou, inglorious maid, 

Wilt weep thy fafety, by thy love betray'd - 

Then to thy friend, by foes o'ercharg'd, deny 

Thy little uſeleſs aid, and coward fly; N 

Then wilt thou curſe the chance that made thee love 

A baniſh'd man, condemn'd in lonely woods to rove. 
EMMA. 

To ſend the arrow from the twanging yew ; 

And, great in arms, and foremoſt in the war, 

Could thirit of Vengeance, and defire of Fame, 

Excite the female breaſt with martial flame ? 

And ſhall not Love's diviner pow'r infpire 

More hardy virtue, and more gen'rous fire? 

Near thee, miſtruſt not, conſtant PII abide, 

And fall, or vanquiſh, fighting by thy fide. 

Tho” my inferior ſtrength may not allow, 

That I ſhould bear or draw the warrior bow, 

With ready hand I will the faft ſupply, 

And joy to fee thy victor arrows fly. 

Touch'd in the battle by the hoftile reed, 

Should thou, (but Hear'n avert it!) ſhouldE thou bleed; 

To 


To ftop the wounds my fineſt lawn I'd tear, 


Berries and acorns, from the neighb'ring wood; 


Did I but purpoſe to embark with thee 
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Blefs'd, when my dangers and my toils have bew, 
„ — , 
HENRY. 

But canſt thou, tender maid, canſt thou ſuſtain 
Aftitive want, or hunger's preſſing pain? 
Thoſe limbs, in lawn and ſofteſt filk array d, 
From ſun-beams guarded, and of winds afraid ; 
Can they bear angry Jove ? can they refiſt 
The parching Dog-ftar, and the bleak North-eaſt? 
When, child by adverſe fnows and beating rain, 
We tread with weary fteps the longſome plain: 


But the thin covert of ſome gather'd boughs ; 

Around the dreary waſte, and weeping try 

(Tho? then, alas! that trial be too late) 11 

To find thy father's hoſpitable gate, | 

Thoſe ſeats, whence long excluded, thou muſt mourn ; 

That gate, for ever barr'd to thy return; . 

Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love, | 

And hate a banith's man, condemn'd in woods to rove ? 

EMMA. 

Thy riſe of fortune did l only wed, 

From it's decline determin'd to recede ? 


On the ſmooth ſurface of a fammer”'s ſea, 
While gentle zephyrs play in proſp'rous gales, 
And Forrune's favour fills the ſwelling fails ; 
But would fcrſake the ſhip, and make the ſhore, 
When the winds chile and the tempeſt roar? 
39 
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No, Henry, no: one facred oath has ty'd 
Our loves; one deſtiny our life ſhall guide; 

Nor wild, nor deep, our common way divide. 
When from the cave thou rifet with the day, 
To beat the woods, and rouze the prey, 
The cave with moſs and branches I' adorn, 

And chearful fit to wait my lord's return: 

And when thou frequent bring” the ſmitten deer, 
(For ſeldom, archers ſay, thy arrows err) 

I' fetch quick fuel from the neighb'ring wood, 
And firike the ſparkling flint, and dreſs the food 3 
With humble duty, and officious haſte, 

Pl cull the fartheſt mead for thy repaſt ; 

The choiceſt herbs I to thy board will bring, 
And draw thy water from the freſheſt ſpring : 
And when at night, with weary toil oppreſs'd, 
Soft ſlumbers thou enjoy'ſt, and wholeſome ret, 


Watchful PII guard thee, and with midnight pray'r 


Weary the gods to keep thee in their care ; 

And joyous aſk, at mom's returning ray, 

If thou hat health, and I may bleſs the day. 

My thoughts ſhall fix, my lateſt wiſh depend 

On thee, guide, guardian, kinſman, father, friend! 

By all theſe facred names be Henry known © 

To Emma's heart ; and, grateful, let him own, 

_ That the, of all mankind, could love but him alone. 
HENRY, 

Vainly chor tell me what the woman's care 

Shall in the wildneſs of the weod 

Thou, ere thou go'ft, unhappieft of thy kind! 

Muſt leave the habit and the ſex behind. 

No longer ſhall thy comely treſſes break 

In Rowing ringlets on thy ſnowy neck; 

Or fit behind thy head, an ample round, 

In graceful braids, with various ribband bound; 


8 
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No longer ſhall the boddice, aptly lac d, 
From thy full boſom to thy flender waiſt, 

That air and harmony of ſhape expreſs, 

Fine by degrees, and beautifully leſs; 

Nor ſhall thy lower garments artful plait, ' 

From thy fair fide dependent to thy feet, "A 
Arm their chaſte beauties with a modeſt pride, Is 4 
Th' ambroſial plenty of thy ſhining hair, 

Cropp d off and loſt, ſcarce lower than thy ear, 

Shall ſtand uncouth ; an horſeman”s coat ſhall hide 

Thy taper ſhape, and comelineſs of fide ; 
The ſhort trunk-hoſe ſhall ſhew thy foot and knee, 
Licentious, and to common eye- fight free ; 

And with a bolder ſtride, and looſer air, 
Mingled with men, a man thou muſt appear. 

Nor ſolitude, nor gentle peace of mind, 9 
Miſtaken maid, ſhalt thou in foreſts find: | 
"Tis long ſince Cynthia and her train were there, 

Or guardian gods made innocence their care. 

Vagrants andoutlaws ſhall offend thy view, 

For ſuch muſt be my friends, a hideous crew ! f 
By adverſe fortune mix d in focial ill, 

Train'd to aſſault, and diſciplin's to kill; 

Their common loves a lewd abandon's pack, 

The beadle's laſh ſtill flagrant on their back : 

By ſloth corrupted, by diſorder fed, 

Made bold by want, and proſtitute for bread : 

With ſuch muſt Emma hunt the tedious day, 

Aſſiſt their violence, and divide their prey; 

Wink ſuch ſhe muſt return at ſetting light, 
| Tho? not partaker, witneſs of their night. 
Thy ear, inur'd to charitable ſounds 
And pitying love, mult feel the hateful wounds 
Of jeſt obſcene and vulgar ribaldry, 

The ill-bred queſtion and the lewd reply ; 


3D2 s _ Brought, x: 
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Brought, by long habitude, from bad to worſe, 
Muſt hear the frequent oath, the direful curſe, 
That lateſt weapon of the wretches war, 
And blaſphemy, fad comrade of deſpair. 

Now, Emma, now the laſt reflection make, 
What thou wouldſt follow, what thou muſt forſake 
By our ill-omen'd ſtars and adverſe heav'n, 

No middle object to thy choice is giv's : 
Or yield thy virtue to attain thy love, 
Or leave a baniſh'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove. 
tuns. 
O, grief of heart! that our unhappy fates 
Force thee to ſuffer what thy honour hates; 
Mix thee amongſt the bad, or make thee run 
Too near the paths which Virtue bids thee ſhun. 
Yet with her Henry fill let Emma go; 
And, ſure, my little heart can never err, 
Amid the worſt, if Henry ſtill be there. 
Our outward act is prompted from within, 
And from the ſinner's mind proceeds the fin : 
By herown choicefree Virtue is approv'd, 
Nor by the force of outward objects mov d. 
Who has aſſay'd no danger, gains no praiſe. 
In a ſmall iſle, amidſt the widelt ſeas, 
Triumphant Conſtancy has fix'd her ſeat: | ] 


In vain the Syrens ſing, the tempeſts beat; 

For thee alone theſe little charms I drefs'd, 
Condemnꝰ d them, or abſolv'd them, by thy teſt; 
In comely figure rang'd, my jewels ſhone, 

Or negligently plac'd, for thee alone: 
For thee again they ſhall be laid aſide ; 
The woman, Henry, ſhall put off her pride | 

For thee; my cloaths, my fex, exchang'd for thee, 

Fit miagle with the people's wretched lee ; | 
O line extreme of human infawy ! 


Wanting 
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Wanting the ſciffars, with theſe hands PII tear 
Uf that obſtructs my flight) this load of hair ; 

Black foot, or yellow walnut, ſhall diſgrace 
This little red and white of Emma's face ; 
Theſe nails with ſcratches ſhall deform my beeaſt, „ 
Leſt by my look or colour be expreſfs'd, | 
The mark of aught high-born, or ever better drefs'd. 
Yet, in this commerce, under this diſguiſe, 
Let me be grateful {till to Henry's eyes; 
Loft to the world, let me to him be known ; 

My fate I can abſolve, if he ſhall own, } 
*. leaving alB mantincs ©.550s bus iid ebang. 

HENRY. 

O, wildeſt thought of an abandon'd mind! 
Name, habit, parents, woman, left behind, 
E'en honour dubious, thou preferr' to go 
Wild to the woods with me: faid Emma fo? 

O guilty error! and, O wretched maid ! 
With him who next ſhould tempt her eaſy fame, } 
And blow with empty words the ſuſceptible flame. 
Now why ſhould doubtful terms thy mind perplex ? 
Conſeſs thy frailty, and avow the ſex : | 
No longer looſe deſire for conftant love 
Miſtake ; but Cy. "is maa with whom thou log d to rove. 

EWA. 

Are there not poiſons, racks, and flames, and ſwords, 
That Emma thus muſt die by Henry's words? 
Yet what could ſwords or poifon, racks or flame, | 


But mangle and di joint this brittle frame! 

More fatal Henry's words, they murder Emma's fame. 
And fall thefe ſayings from that gentle tongue, 

Where civil ſpeech and foft per ſuaſion hung? 

Whoſe artful ſweetneſs and harmonious {train, 

Courting wy grace, yet courting it in yay, 
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 Cail'd fighs, and tears, and wiſhes, to it's aid, 
And, whilt it Henry's glowing flame convey'd, 


Still blam'd the coldneſs of the Nut-brown Maid? 
Leet envious Jealouſy and canker'd Spite 
Produce my actions to ſevereſt light, 
And tax my open day or ſecret night. 
Did e er my tongue ſpeak my unguarded heart 
The leaſt inclin'd to play the wanton's part? 
Did e*cr my eye one inward thought reveal, 
Which angels might not hear, and virgins tell ? 
And haſt thou, Henry, in my conduct known 
One fault; but that which I muſt ever own, 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone ? 
HENEKY. 
madame ene cre; 
Tach man is man, and all our ſex is one : 
Falſe are our words, and fickle is our mind ; 
Nor in Love's ritual can we ever find 
. Vows made to laſt, or promiſes to bind. 
Alike by ſtrength or cunning we invade: 
When, arm'd with rage, we march againſt the foe, 
We lift the battle-ax, and draw the bow; 
When, fir'd wich paſſion, we attack the fair, 
Delufive ſighs and brittle vous we bear 
Our falſhood and our arms have equal uſe, 
As they our conqueſt or delight produce. 
The foolith heart thou gav'{, again receive, 
The only boon departing love can give. 
To be leſs wretched, be no longer wue ; | 
What ſtrives to fly thee, why ſhouldi thou purſue ? 
Forget the preſe nt flame, indulge a new: 
dingle the love lieſt of the am tous youth ; 
Aſt for his vow, but hope not for his truth. 
The next man (and the next thou ſhalt believe) 
Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive ; 


Will kneel, im plore, perſiſt, o'crcome, and leave. 


f 
J 


| 
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Hence 
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Hence, let thy Cupid aim his arrows ge: 
Be wiſe and falſe, ſhun trouble, ſeek delight ; | 
— Why thouldi thou weep? Let Nature judge cur cafe. 
| I faw thee young and fair ; purſu'd the chace | 
Of youth and beauty: I another faw, 
Fairer and younger; yielding to the law 
Ot our all-ruling mother, I purſu'd 1 

More youth, more beauty ; blefs'd viciſſitude? 
My active heart ftill keeps it's priſtine flame ; 

This younger, fairer, pleads her rightful charms ; 
Wich preſent pow'r compels me to her arms: 
And much I fear, from my ſubjected mind, 
(If beauty's force to conſtant love can bind) 
That years may roll, ere in her turn the maid 
Shall weep the fury of my love decay'd; 
And weeping follow me, as thou doſt now, 
With idle clamours of a broken vow. - 

Nor can the wildneſs of thy wiſhes err 
So wide, to hope that thou may'k live with her: 
Love, well thou know'ft, no partnerſhip allows; 
Cupid averſe, rejecis divided vows. 
Then, from thy fooliſh heart, vain maid, remove 
An uſeleſs ſorrow, and an ill-ftarr'd love ; 
And leave me, with the fair, at large in woods to rove. | 

x EMMA 

Are we in life through one great error led ? 
Is each man perjur'd, and each nymph beuay'd? 
Of the ſuperior ſex art thou the work ? 
Yet let me go wich thee; and going prove, 
From what I will endure, how much i love. 
This happy object of our diff rent care, 
Her let me follow ; her let me attend, 
A ſervant, (ſhe may ſcorn the name of friend.) 


What 
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What ſhe demands, inceſſant PII prepare; 

| Pllweave her garlands, and PH plait her hair; | 
My buſy diligence ſhall deck her board, 


h ö {For there, at leaſt, I may approach my lord;) 
And when her Henry's ſofter hours adviſe 24 


His ſervant's abſence, with dꝰ jected eyes 
Far Pl] recede, and fighs forbid to fiſe. 
And ebbing life, on terms ſevere as theſe, 
Will have it's little lamp no longer fed; r 
When Henry's miſtreſs ſhe ws him Emma dead; 
Refcue my poor remains from vile neglect: 
With virgin honours let my hearſe be deck'd, 
And decent emblem; and, at leaſt, perſuade 

This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid 

Where thou, dear author of my death, where ſhe, 

With frequent eye, my ſepulchre may fee. * | 
The nymph, amidft her joys, may haply breathe 

One pious figh, reflecting on my death ; 

And the fad fate which ſhe may one day prove, 

Who hopes from Henry's vows eternal love. 

And thou, foreſworn, thou, cruel as thou art, d 
If Emma's image ever touch'd thy heart, | 
Thou, fare, muſt give one thought, and drop one tear, 

To her whom love abandon'd to deſpair ; 

To her who, dying, on the wounded ſtone, | 


Bid it in laſting characters be known, 

7 but thee alone. 
nk. 

Hear, ſolemn love; and, coaſcious Venus, hear; 

And thou, bright maid, believe me whilſt I fwear : 

No time, no change, no future flame, ſhall move 

The well-plac'd baſis of my laſiing love. 

O, pow'rful virtue! O, viftoricus fair! 

At leaft, excuſe a trial too ſevere; | 

Receive the triumph, and forget the war. F 
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No baniſh'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove, 
Eatreats thy pardon, and implores thy love: 
| No perjur'd knighe defives to quit thy arms, 
Fairefſt collection of thy ſex's charms; 
| | Crown of my love, and honour of my youth ! 


Henry, thy Henry, with eternal truth, | 
And found his glory in his Emma's joy! 
In me behold the potent Edgar*'s heir ; 
Muftrions cart! him terrible in war, 
Let Loyre confeſs ; for ſhe has felt his ſword, 
And, trembling, fled before the Britih lord : © 
Him great in peace and wealth fair Deva knows 3 
Inelines her urn upon his fatten'd lands, 
And ſees his num*rous herds imprint her ſands. 
And thoa, my fair, my dove ! ſhalt raiſe thy thought = 
To greatneſs next to empire; ſhalt be brought 
With folemn pomp to my paternal ſeat, 
Where peace and plenty on thy word ſhall wait: 
Mack and ſong ſhall wake the marriage-day, 
. And while the prieſts accuſe the bride's delay, 
Myrtles and roſes ſhall obſtruct her way. 
And blooming Peace ſhall ever bleſs thy morn ; 
And age, unheeded by delight, come on; 
While yet ſaperior Love ſhall mock his pow'r; 
And when old Time ſhall turn the fated hour, 
Which only can our well-ty d knot unfold, 
Hence, then, for ever, from my Emma's breaſt, 
(That heav'n of fofinefs, and that feat of reſt} 
Ve doubts and fears, and all that know to move 
Tormenting grief, and all that trouble lovez * 
— 
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O day! the faireſt ſure that ever roſe ; 
Period and end of anxious Emma's woes ! 
Sire of her joy, and ſource of her delight, 
O! wing's with pleaſure take thy happy flight, 
Aud give each future morn a tincture of thy white. 
Henry, my Henry, will he never rove ? 
Will he be ever kind, and juft, and good ? 
Andis there yet no miſtreſs in the wood ?— = 
None, none there is; the thought was raſh and vain, 
A falſe iden, and a facey'd pain. 
Doubt thall for ever quit my ſtrengthen'd heart, 
And anxious Jealouſy's corroding ſmart ; 
Nor other inmate all inhabit there, 
But ſoft Belief, young Joy, and pleaſing Care. 
Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow, 
And Fortune's various gale unheeded blow. 
If at my feet the ſuppliant goddeſs ſtands, 
And ſheds her treaſure with unweary'd hands, 
Her preſent faveur cautious Pl] embrace, 
And not unthankful uſe the proffer'd grace; 
If the reclaims the temporary boon, 
And tries ker pinions, flutt'ring to be gone, 
Secure of mind PII obviate her intent, 
And, unconcern'd, return the goods ſhe lent, 
Nor happineſs can I, nor miſery, feel, 
From any turn of her fantaſtick wheel : 
Priendihip's great laws, and Love's foperior pow'rs, 
Muſt mark the colour of my future hours. 
From the events which thy commands create, 
I muſt my bleflings or my. ſorrous date, 
And Henry's will muſt diftate Emma's fate. 

_ Yet, while with cloſe delight and inward pride, 
*** 
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I ſee thee, lord and end of my defire, 

Exalted high as virtue can require, 

With pow'r inveſted, and with pleaſure chear'd, 
Sought by the good, by the oppreſſor fear'd, 
Loaded and bleſs'd with all the afiuent ftore 
Which human vows at ſmoaking ſhrines implore ; 
Grateful and humble grant me to employ 

My life ſubſervient only to thy joy, — 

And at my death to bleſs thy kindneſs, ſhown 
To her who, of mankind, could love but thee alone. 


Joyful abeve them and around them play'd 
Angels and ſportive loves, a num'rous crow'd ; 


They tumbled all their little quivers o'er, 
To chuſe propitious ſhafts a precious ſtore, 
To ſtrike (however rarely} conſtant hearts, 
His happy ſcill might proper arms employ, 
All tipp'sd with pleaſure, and all wing'd with joy; 
And thoſe, they vow'd, whoſe lives ſhould imitate 
Theſe lovers conſtancy, ſhould ſhare their fate. 
The queen of Beauty flopp'd her bridled doves, 
Approv'd the little labour of the Loves; 
Was proud and pleas'd the mutual vow to hear, 
And to the triumph call'd the god of War: 
Soon as ſhe calls, the god is always near. 

© Now, Mars,” ſhe faid, * let Fame exalt her voice, 
Nor let thy conqueſts caly be ker choices 
© But when ſhe ſings great Edward from the field 
Return d, the hoſtile ſpear and captive ſhield 


And when, as pruden: Saturn ſhall compleat 
2 
322 


Smiling they clapp'd their wings, and low they bou'd : 


| 


* In Cogcord's temple hung, and Gallia taught to yield. | 


+ The 
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* The fwift-wing'd power ſhall take her trump again, 
© To fing her n dite Anag"s wand” rous reigns 

_ © To reco!left unweary'd Marlbed's toiks, 
* Old Rufus“ Hall ancqual to his ſpoils ; 
The Britich ſoldier from his high command 

© Glorious, and Gaul thrice ranquiſh'd by his hand; 
Let her at leaſt perform what I deſire, 
© With ſecond breath the vacal braſs inſpire, 
© And tell the nations, in no vulgar ſtrain, 
© What wars I manage, and what wreaths I gain. 
© And when thy tumults and thy fights are paſs'd, 
© And when thy laurels at my feet ace cat, 

© Faithful may' thou, like Britiſh Henry, prove; 
* And, Emma-like, let me return thy love. 

* Renown'd for truth let all thy ſons appear, 
And conſtant Beauty ſhall reward their care.” 
Mars ſmil'd, and how's : the Cyprian deity 
Turn'sd to the glorious ruler of the fky ; 
© And thou,” ſhe ſmiling faid, great god of days 
* And verſe, behold my deed, and fing my praiſe ; 
© As on the Britiſh earth, uy fav'rice iſle, 

* Thy gentle rays and kindeft influence file, 

* Thro' all her laughing fields and verdant groves, 
© Proclaim with joy theſe memorable loves: 

© From ev'ry annual courſe let one great day, 

© To celebrated ſports and floral play, 
© Be ſet alide; and in the ſaſteſt lays 
* Of thy poetick ſons, be ſolema praiſe, 
* Aad everlaſting marks of honour, paid 

_ © To the true Lover and the Nut-brown Maid.“ 


A LET. 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. ay 


\ LETTER TO SIR ROBERT WALPOLE, 


— 


HF, may Heaven flill deny 
To you, to be as great as I. 


BY HENRY FIELDING, £5Q, 


SIR, | 
HILE at the helm of ſtate you ride, 
Our nation's envy and it's pride ; 
While foreign courts with wonder gaze, 
Which, in contempt of fation's force, 


Steer, tho” oppos's, a ſteady courſe ; 


Your bard a greater man than you ? 
And yet the ſequel proves it true. 

You know, Sir, certain ancient fellows, 
Philoſophers, and others, tell us, 
That no alliance e er between 
Greatneſs and happineſs is ſeen ; 


Would you not wonder, Sir, to view | ! 


Beſides, we're taught, it does behove us, 
To think thoſe greater who're above us: 
Who live above you twice two flory, 
And from my garret can look down, 
As from an hill, on half the town, 
Greatneſs by poets ſtill is painted, 


Wich many followers acquainted : 


This too does in my fayour ſpeak, 
Your levee is but twice a week; 
From mine I can exclude bat one day; 
My door is quiet on a Sunday. 
The diſtance, too, at which they bow, 
Does my ſuperior greatneſs ſhew. 
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Familiar you to admiration, 

May be approach's by all the nation ; 

While I, like Great Mogul in Indo, 

Am never ſeen but at a window. 114 
Is in our fireet eſteem'd the greateſt ; 

But greater him we ſurely call, 
Who hardly deigns to dine at all, 
Il with my greatneſs you're offended, 
The fault is eaſily amended : 

To take your humble ſervant lower, 


LOVE. 
ax maor. 
BY DR. AKENSIDE. 


Too my heart of beauty's pow'r bath known, 
Too long to Love hath Reaſon left her throne ; 
Too long my genius mourn'd his myrtle chain, 

And three rich years of youth conſum'd in vain. 
Forgot the patriot's and the ſage's themes: 

Thro” all th' enchanted paradiſe of love. 

Miſled by fickly Hope's deceitful flame, 

My eyes, exulting, bleſs the new-barn day ; 

In which my heedlcfs feet ſecurely td. 

Aad ſtrip the phantoms of their lying charms, 

That Iyr'd my foul figm Wiidom's peaceful arms. 


For 
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Lo! barren heaths appear, and pathleſs woods, | 

And rocks, hung dreadful o'er unfathom' d floods: 

For opetineſs of heart, for tender ſmiles, | 

Looks fraught with love, and wrath-difarming wiles, 

Lo! fullen ſpice, and petjur's laſt of gain, 

And cruel pride, and crueller diſdain ; 

Lo! cordial faith to idiot airs refin*d, 

For graceful eaſe, lo! affefiation walks, 

New to each hour, what low delight ſucceeds, 

What precious farniture of hearts and heads! 

By nought their prudence, but by getting, known ; 

And all their courage in deceiving ſhewn. | 
See next what plagues attend the lover's ſtate, 

What frightful forms of terror, ſcorn, and hate! 

See burning Fury heav'n and earth defy! 

See dumb Deſpair in icy fetters lie? 

See black Suſpicion bend his gloomy brow, 

The hideous image of himſelf to view | 

And fond Belief, with all a lover's flame, 

Sinks in thoſe arms that point his head with ſhame. 

There wan Dejection, fault'ring as he goes, 

Muſing thro” pathleſs wilds conſumes the day, 

Then loſt in darkneſs, weeps the hours away. 

Here the gay crowd of Luxury advance, 

Some touch the lyre, and others urge the dance; 

On ev'ry head the roſy garland glows, 

Ia ev'ry hand the golden goblet flows. 


And laughs at baſhful Virtue as the flies. 
But fee behind, where Scora and Want appear, 
The grave remonſirance, and the witty face: ! | 


* 


SY diatirIns OF rORTAY, 


See felt Remorſe, in ation prompt to dart 
Her ſaaky poiſon theo” the conſcious heart ! 
And Sloth, ta cancel, with oblivious ſhame, 


The foir mremotial of rxecarding Fame | 
uk Ger are> cctls aid = gain + 

Is this th” elyfiam of a ſobet brain? 

To wait for happineſs in female ſmiles, 


Bear all her ſcorn; be caught with all ber wites 3 
With pray ra, with bribes, with lyes, her pity crave, 
Bleſs her hard bond, and boaſt to be her flave; 
To feel; for trifles, a diſiracting trait 
Of hopes and terrors, equally in vain; 
This hour to tremble, and the next to glow ; 
When Virtue, at an eaſier price, diſplays 
The facred wreaths of honourable praiſe ; 
When Wiſdom otters her divine decree, 
To laugh at pompous Folly, and be free. 
1 bid adieu, then, to theſe woeful ſcenes ; 
Idid adieu to all the ſex of queens; 
Adieu to ev ry ſuff ring, fimple foul, 
That let's a woman's will his cafe controul. 
Thete, laugh, ye witty ; and rebuke, ye grave! 
For me; I feorn to boaſt that I'm a fave. 
I bid the whining brotherhood be gone. 
Joy to my heart! my wiſhes are my own ! 
Farewel the female heav'n, the female hell ! 
To the great god of love a glad farewel ! 
Is this the triumph of thy awful name ? 
When firſt my boſom own'd thy haughty ſway ? 
When thus Minerva heard ther, boaſting, fay— 
Go, martial maid, elſewhere thy arts employ, 
© Nor hope to ſhelter that devoted boy: 
Go, teach the ſolemn ſons of care and age, 
The penſive ſtateſman, and the midnight ſage ; 
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© The young with me muſt other kefſons proves. 
A 4 
© Behold his heart thy grave advice diſdains, "3.43 
© Behold 1 bind him in eternal chains. 


n 11 
And paſſion, reaſon, fort d thee to depart. 
But wherefore doſt thou linger on thy way? 
Why vainly ſearch for ſome pretence to ſtay, 
When crowds of vaſſls court thy pleaſing yoke, 
And countleſs victims bow them to the firoke ? 
Lo! round thy ſhrine a thoufand youths advance, 
Warm with the gentle ardours of romance ; 
Each longs t” aſſert thy cauſe with feats of arms, 
And make the world confeſs Dulcinea”s charms. 
Ten thouſand girls, with flow ry chaplets crown'd, 
To groves and ſtreams thy tender triumph found ; 
Each bids the ftream in murmurs ſpeak her flame, 
1 
If nobler trophies muſt thy toil adorn, 
Behold yon flow'ry antiquated maid 
Bright in the bloom of threeſcore years diſplay'd ; 
Her ſhalt thou bind in thy delightful chains, 
And thrill with gentle pangs her wither'd veins ; 
Her froſty cheek with crimſon bluſhes dye, 
With dreams of rapture melt her maudlin eye. 
Tura then thy labours to the fervile crowd, 
Entice the wary, and controul the proud; 
Make the fad miſer his beſt gains forego, 
The folemn ſtateſman figh to be a beau; 
The Bacchanalian o'er his bottle mourn ; 
And that chief glory of thy pow'r maintain, 
o poiſe ambition in a female brain.“ 
37 Be 
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That my rebellious heart will yield thee room. 
I know thy pony force, thy fimple wiles; 

I break triumphant theo? — 
Thy arrows bluated, and unbrac d — 
I feel diviner fires my breaſt inflame, 
To active ſcience, and ingenuous fame : 
Reſume the paths my earlieſt choice began, 
And loſe, with pride, the lover in the man. 


LYCIDAS*, 


» - 


BY MR. JoHN MILTON. 


ET onee more, O ye laurels, and once move 
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never fere, 
 Teome to pluck your berries harſh and crude, 
And with forc'd fingers rude 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year. 
Birter conftraint, and fad occaſion dear, 
Compels me to diſturb your ſeaſon due: 

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime ; 
Young Lycidas! and hath not left his peer. 
Whe would not fing for Lycidas ? he knew 
Himſelf to fing, and build the lofty rhime. 
He muſt not float upon his wat'ry bier 
Without the meed of ſome melodious tear. 


& MONODY. 


#* 
* 
1+ Y * b 
. 
4 3 
4 
U 
1 * . 3 ES # a 
| 3-2 
. 2 ' * 
N 5 
0 4 $i. 72 
* "Fr 
* d * 
T 
* 
F 
8 h 
& 
1 4 
, 
C 
"* 
> * 
» 
7 
24 
= l 
(LF 
5 FF \ 
* 3 1 
. 


Edward King, fon of Sir John King ſecretary for Ireland, (a fellow-cotlegian 
and intimate friend of our author) who, as he was going to vitic his relations 
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Begin then, ſiſters of the facred well, 


| That from beneath the ſeat of Jove doth ſpring ; 


Begin, and ſomewhat loudly ſweep the ſtring. 
Hence with denial vain, and coy excuſe! 
So may ſome gentle Muſe 

With lucky words favour my deſtin'd urn; 
And as he paſſes turn, 


Ad bid fair peace be to my fable ſhroud: 


For we were nurs'd upon the felf-ſame hill, 
Fed the ſame flock, by fountain, ſhade, and rill, 
Together both, ere the high lawns appear'd 


Under the op'ning eye-lids of the morn, 


We drove a-field, and both together heard 
Datt' ning our flocks with the freſh dews of night; 
Ott till the ſtar that roſe, at ev*ning, bright, 

Tow'rd Heav'n's deſcent had flop'd his weſt” ring wheel. 


| Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute: 


Temper d to th* oaten flute, 
| Rongh Saryre danctt, nod Fanne with cleven beet 


From the glad ſound would not be abſent lung: 

And old Damztas lov'd to hear our fong. 

| Bat O the heavy change, now thou art gone; 

Now thou art gone, and never muſt return! 

Thee, ſhepherd, thee the woods, and defart caves 

And all their echoes mourn. 

The willows, and the hazel copſes green, 

Shall now no more be ſeen, 

Fanning their joyous leaves to thy foft lays. 

As killing as the canker to the roſe, 

Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze, 

Or froſt to flow'rs that their gay wardrobe wear 

When firſt the white-thorn blows ; 

Suck, Lycidas, thy lofs to ſhepherds ear. IS 
352 Where 
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Clos'd o'er the head of your lov'd Lycidas ? 
For neither were ye playing on the ſteep, 
Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie ; 
Nor on the ſhaggy top of Mons bigh ; 

Ay me! I fondly dream 


Had ye been there; for what could that have done ? 
What could the Muſe herſelf that Orpheus bore, 
The Muſe herſelf for her enchanting ſon, : 


Whom univerſal nature did lament, 


| When by the rout that made the hideous roar, 


His goary viſage down the ſtream was ſeat, 
Down the ſwift Hebrus to the Leſbian ſhore? 
Alas! what boots it with inceſſant care 


To tend the homely flighted ſhepherds trade, 


And ſtrictly meditate the thankleſs Muſe ? 
Were it not better done, as others uſe, 


To fport with Amaryllis in the ſhade, 


Or with the tangles of Neæra's hair? 

Fame is the ſpur that the clear ſpirit doth raiſe 
(That laſt infirmity of noble mind) 

To ſcorn delights, and live laborious days; 
But the fair guerdon when we hope to find, 
And thick to burſt out into ſudden blaze, 
Comes the blind Fury with th' abhorred ſhears, 
And ſlits the thin-ſpun life. © Bat not the praiſe,” 


| Pheozbus reply'd, and touch'd my trembliag ears; 
Fame is no plant that grows on mortal foil, 


Nor in the giiffring foil | 
Set off to th world, nor in broad rumour lies, 
© But lives and fpreads aloft by thoſe pure eyes, 
And perfect witneſs of all-judging Jove; 

* As he pronounces laſtly on each deed, 

© Of io much fame in Heav'n expect thy mecd.” 
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O fountain Arethaſe, and thou honour'd fed, 
zmooth · ſliding Mincius, crown'd with vocal reeds, 
That ftrain I heard was of a higher mood: 
But now my oat proceeds, 

And liſtens to the herald of the fea 

That came in Neptune”s plea. 

He aſke'd the waves, and aſk'd the felon wings, 
What hard miſhap hath doom d this gentle ſwain ?* 
And queltion'd ev'ry guſt of rugged wings 
That blows from off each beaked promontory : 
3 2 
The air was calm, and on the level brine 

Sleek Panope with all her ſiſters play'd. 

It was that fatal and perfidious bark, 
Built in th* eclipſe, and rigg'd with curſes dark, 
That ſunk fo low that ſacred head of thine! 

_— — ——— 
Jaweenght wiah deen dim, and on the ade 
Like to that ſanguine flow'r in ſerib'd with woe: 


Laſt came, and laſt did go, 
The pilot of the Galilean lake; 

To maſſy keys he bore of metals twain, 
(The golden opes, the icon ſhuts amain) 

He ſhook his miter'd locks, and fern beſpake: 


* How well could I have ſpar'd for thee, young fwain, 
© Enow of ſuch as for their bellies fake 


Creep and intrude, and climb into the fold! 
* Of other care they little reck*ning make, 
© Than how to ſcramble at the ſhearers feat, 
* And ſhove away the worthy bidden gueſt ; 


* Blind mouths! that ſcarce themſelves know how to hold 


A ſheep-hook, or have learn'd aught elſe the leaſt 


4: © 


* Ak! who hath reft,” quoth he, * my deaent pledge 


* That 


ang of rotrey. 


© That to the faithful herdman's art belongs! 

* Whar recks it them? What heed they? They are ſped: 
And when they lift, their lean and flaſhy fongs 
© Grate on their ſcrannel pipes of wretched ſtraw. 

© The hungry ſheep look up, and are not fed ; 


* But, ſwoll'n with wind, and the rank miſt they draw, 
Not inwatdly, and fou! contagion ſpread : 
* Beiides what the grim wolf with privy paw 
© Daily devours apace, and nothing faid ; 
© But that two-handed engine at the door 
© Stands ready to fmite once, and fmite no more.” 
Return Alpheus, the dread voice is paſs'd, 
That ſhrunk thy fireams; return, Sicilian Muſe, 
And call the vales, and bid them hither caſt 
| Their bells, and flow'rets of a thouſand hues. 
| Ye valleys low, where the mild whiſpers uſe 
Throw hither all your quaint enamel'd eyes, 
That on the green turf ſuck the honied ſhow'rs, 
2 
The tufted crow-toe, and pale jeſſamine, 
The white pink, and the panſy freak'd with jet, 
The glowing violet, 
The muſt-roſe, and the well-attir'd woodbine, 
With cowſlips wan that hang the penſive head, 
And ev'ry flow'r that fad embroidery wears: 
Rid amarantus all his beauty ſhed, | 
And daffadillies fill their cups with tears, 
To firew the laureat hearſe where Lycid lies, 
For fo, to interpoſe a little eaſe, 
Let cur frail thoughts dally with falſe ſurmiſe. 
Ay me! whilſ thee the ſhores, and founding ſeas 
Waſh far away, where'er thy bones are hul'd, 
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Where then: protege "endure the whitetng tits 
Viſfit't the bottom of the monſtrous world; 
Or whether thou, to our moift vows deny'd, 
Sleep'it by the fable of Bellerus old, 
Where the great viſion of the guarded mount 

Loks tow'rd Namancos and Bayona's hold ; 
And, O ye dolphins, waft the hapleſs youth. 
unn 
For Lycidas, your forrow, is not dead, 

Sunk tho” he be beneath the wat'ry floor; 

80 finks the day-ftar in the ocean bed, 

And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 

And tricks his beams, and with new ſpangled ore 
nn RR 

So Lycidas ſunk low, but mounted high, 

Through the dear might of Him that wall d the waves, 
Where other groves and other ſtreams along, 

With nectar pure his ay locks he laves, 

And hears the unexpreflive nuptial ſong, 

In the blef'd kingdoms meck: of joy and love. 
There entertain him all the ſaints above, 
In ſolemn troops and ſweet ſocieties, 

That fing, and finging in their glory move, 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas, the_ ſhepherds weep no more; 
Henceforth thou art the genius of the ſhore, 
Jn thy large recompenſe, and ſhalt be good 
To all that wander in that perilous flood. 


Thus fang the uncouth fwaln to th" oaks and rills, 
While the ſtill morn went out with fandals grey, 
He touck'd the tender flops of various quills, 
With eager thought warbling his Doric lay: 
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And now the fun had firetch'd out all the hills, 
At laſt he roſe, and twitch'd his mantle blue: 
To- morrow to freſh woods, and paſtures new. 


THE INVITATION. 
BY MR. SARELAT. 


WAKE, my fair, the morning ſprings, 
The dew-drops glance around; 
The echoing vile refoand. 


The Gmple fweets would Stella taſte, 
That breathing morning yields; 
And freſhneſs of the fields : 


| By uplands, and the greenwood-fide, 

We'll take our early way, 

And view the valley ſpreading wide, 
And opening with the day. 


Nor uninftruftive ſhall the ſcene 
Unfold it's charms in vain; 
The mountain, and the plain. 


Each dew-drop gliPuing on the . 
And trembling to it's fall; 


In Fancy's ear ſhall call: 


Who lightly dance along; 
* While Laughter frolicks at your fide, 
© And Rapture tunes your ſong! 


© What though each grace around you play, 
© Each beauty bloom for you; 

* Warm as the bluſk of rificg day, 
© And ſparkling as the dew : 


© The bluſh that glows ſo gaily now, 
* But glows to diſappear ; 

„And, quiv'ring from the bending bough, 
* Soon breaks the pearly tear ! 


© So paſs the beauties of your prime, 
© That een in blooming die; 

* So, ſhrinking at the blaſt of Time, 
* The treach”rous Graces fly.“ 

Let thoſe, my Stella, flight the train, 
Who fear to find it true; 

Each fair, of wankent beauty vain, 
And youth as trankent too ! 


= 


And hold the willing heart, 
9 


Still graces ſhall remain behiad, 
And beauties ſtill controul ; 
The graces of the poliſh'd mind, 

And beauties of the foul. 
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HOLE H A M*. 
BY ME: POTTER. 


HE lofty beeches, and their facred hade, 
Oer Peniburts flow'r-emberoider'd vale didplay'd, 
Have yet their glory: not that Sidney's hand 
* Marſhall'd in even ranks th” obſequious band; 
Or his freſh gariands in theſe bowers entwin'd, 
Whilſt all Arcadia open'd on his mind. 
But here fweet Waller breath d his am'rous flame, 
And taught the groves his Sachariffa's name; 
Here met the Muſe, * while gentle Love was by, 
© That und his late, and wound the firings fo high :* 


still with th* enraptur' d firains the vallies ring, 


And the groves flouriſh in eternal ſpring. 
Eternal ſpring ſmiles in thoſe green retreats, 
© No more the monarch*s, ſtill the Muſe's ſeats; 


Where crown'd with tow'rs majeſtick Windſor ſtands, 


And the wide world beneath her feet commands: 
Of each great Edward”s, each great Henry's name; 
Not that, in days of high-atchiev'd renown, 
There Britain's Genius fix'd kis awful throne, 
Encircled with that glorious blaze, that ſprings 
From conquer d nations, and from captive kings. 
And cen the imperial dome itfelf ſhall fall; 
When thoſe great names, the warrior and the ſage, 
Lie clouded in the dark hiſtorick page; 

Then ſhall the heav*n-boro Muſe (to whom belong 
The more than mertal-making pow'rs of ſong) 


® A ſcat belonging to the Earl ef Leicefler in the county of Norfolk. 
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e Time's deep ſhades her ſacred light diſplay, = 

And pour the beam of Fame's eternal day. 

Queen of ſweet numbers and melodious ſtrains, 

If yet thou deigs to viſit Nritain's plains; * 
If yet thy hallow'd haunts partake thy love, 
O come, and range with me th' aſpiring glades, 
And the tall column ſhoot into the fries ; 
| New ſcenes, new beautice, charm on ev'ry fide: 
In opes light there the low vales extend ; | 
Here, in rick harvefls, om oats, 
And there freſh verdure cloaths the paſtur'd plain ; 
Sweet intermix d. and lovely to behold, 

See where the limpid lake, thro? pendant ſhades, 
The hills between, her liquid treaſures leads; 
Holds the clear mirror of her chryſtal rides: 
As on the ſteep banka, bending o'er the flood, 54 
Groteſque and wild up ſprings th” o'erſhadowing wood ; 
Or the dope margent, with a ſofter riſe, = 
Shade above ſhade, and rank o'er rank ſupplies ; 

The verdant baſis of yon champain mound, 
It's hallow'd head with God's own temple crown'd ;_ 

The home-bound mariner from far deſeries, 
E girg from the waves, the tall tower riſe ; 
With tranſport bids the ſolemn ſtructure hail, 
And, wing d for Britain, fpeeds the flying fail. 
In nearer view, midit the lawn's wide extent, 
That gently fwells with an anforc'd aſcent, = 

3 ia. 
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In juſt proportion rifing on the fight, 
And gliuers Ger the groves. An ook beneath, 
r | 
Where the ſur darts his fervid rays in vain, 1 
Like the great patriarch on Mamre's plain 
The princely Leiceſter fits : the pageant pride, 
Ot cumb'rous greatneſs, baniſh'd from his fide, 
In theſe bleſs'd bowers he plans the great deſign ; 
With heighten'd charms bids modeſt nature ſhine ; 
Shews us magnificence ally'd to uſe ; 
Tho? rich, yet chaſte ; tho” ſplendid, not profuſe ; 
Calls forth each beauty that from order ſprings, 
From it's lov'd Greece each honour'd ſcience brings, 
And bids each poliſh'd grace inhabit here. 
Nor theſe alone : here Virtus loves to dwell, 
No cold recluſe, ſelf-cxvern'd in a cell; 
Active and warm the breathes a noble part, 
Glows in the breaſt, and opens all the heart ; 
To gen'rous deeds the fires th* empaſion'd mind, 
The ſubſlitute of Heaven, to blefs mankind ! 
She, thro deſpending Miſery's chearleſs gloom, 
Pours joy, and gives Worth to bloom ; 
She in each boſom fills the rifing figh, 
And wipes off ev'ry tear from ev*ry eye; 
She to yon alms-houſe, boſom'd in the grove, 
From toil and cares bids Age and Want remove; 
There the tir'd eve of labour d life to reft, 
Fed by her band, and by her bounty blefs'd. 
Theſe, theſe are rays that round true greatnefs ſhine, 
And thine, bright Clifford? the full blaze is thine. 
Bring the green bay, the fragrant myrtle bring, 
© "The violet glowing in the lap of fpring ; 
Bid the ſweet vallies fend each honey'd flow'r, 
Each herb, each leaf, of aramatick pom r: 
FAY * | | The 
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And firew the ground where Clifford deigns to read. 

JJ faking from the eye, 
Low in the tufted dales the hamlets He, 2 
With calm Content, the firaw-roof' cottage ble; 
And firong-nerv'd Induſtry, in pureſt flow, Wa 
spreads o'er the vermil cheek Health's roſeate glow. 

More diſtant yet, the throng'd commercial town, 
_ Rich-freighted navies croud ker harbour'sd fide ; 
Or bids the parting veſſel ſpread the fail 
Looſe to the wind, and catch the riſing gale : 
Whilf the vaſt ocean, Albion's utmoſt bound, 
Rolls it's broad wave, a world of waters, round. 
In ſweet aſtoniſhment th' impatient mind 
Bids her free pow'rs expatiate unconſfin'd; 
From ſcene to ſcene in rapid progreſs flies ; 
Glances from earth to ſeas, from ſeas to fies; 
Delights to feel the great ideas roll, 
Swell on the ſenſe, and fill up all the foul. 

Not ſuch the ſcene, when o'er th* uncultur'd wild 
No harveſt roſe, no chearful verdure fmil*d ; 
On the bare hill no tree was ſeen to ſpread 
The graceful foliage of it's waving head ; | 
No breathing hedge-row form'd the broider'd bound, 
Nor hawthorn bloſſom'd on th* unſightly ground: 
Joy was not here ; no bird of finer note . 
Pour'd the thick warblings of his dulcet throat; 
Een Hope was fied ; and oer the chearleſs plain. 
A waſte of fand, Want held her unbleſ'sd reign. 
Flies the rude Genius of the favage land; 
The ruſſet lawns a ſudden verdure wear; 


Vp 


| OFerwacklefs wilds th* extended rows ariſe ; 
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Up riſe the waving woods, and haſte to crown 
The hilt”s bare brow, and ſhade the foltry down. 
The thelter'd traveller fees, with glad ſurprize, 


And, as their hoſpitable branches ſpread, 
Bleſſes the friendly hand that form'd the ſhade : 
As frabag Fleaty decks the cultur's foil; 
The bright'ning ſcenes a kinder genius own, 
And Nature finiſhes what Art begun. 

But can the verſe, the” Philomels deign | 
SA 
Tho” ev'ry Muſe and ev'ry Grace ſhould fmile, 
And raptures raiſe the honey-ſteeped ſtyle; 
Can the verſe paint like Nature ? Can the pow'r 
That wakes to life free Fancy's imag'd flore, 
Boaſi charms like her's? or the creative hand 
Jn blended tints ſuch beauteous ſcenes command, 
Tho learned Pouſfin gives each grace to flow, 
And bright Lorrain's ethereal colours glow? 
Yet peerlefs is the pow'r of ſacred fong, 
That burſts in tranſport from the Muſe's tongue. 
And, bark! methinks her hallow d voice I hear, 
In notes mellifluous, ſtealing on the ear: 
Now clearer, and yet clearer, uills the ſtrain, 
Swells thro” the grove, and melts along the plain. 
* Ye nymphs, that love to range the lily's vale, 
* Where fireams the filver fount of Alcidale; 
© Ye that in Pindus* laurePd groves abide, 
Or haunt Cyllene's cyprefo-ſhaded fide ; 
Or braid your fine wreaths in the pearly caves, 
Where fam'd Iliffus rolls his Atick waves; 
+ Whill the barbarian's rude, unletter'd race, 
* Profane your grotes, and your bo'rs deface; 
* See Leiceſter courts you to th” Icenian ſhore, 
* $.udious your long-loſt honours to reſtore! 
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© Lee, the fair rival of your native ſeats, 
* Ainian Holkham opens all it's fweets : | 
© Deign, then, ye ſacred filers! deign to tread 
* The rich embroidery of yon velvet mead ; 
As freſh, as lovely as your lily'd vale 
* Where fireams the filver fount of Aleidale. 


© If old Cyllene's cypref6.-fhaded bow'r, 

* Or Hades laurePd mount delight you more: 

Go, ſweet enthuſiaſts! foftly-filent rove 

* The fludious mates of the twilight grove ; 

Or, at the foot of fome boar elm reclin' d, 2 

* Wake the high thought chat ſwells the raptur's mind: 

© Or penſive liſten to the ſolemn roar 

ot whitening billows breaking on the thore. 

* If the majeſtick domes, whoſe tow'ry pride 

* Glitter o'er fam'd Hifſus" Auick tide, 

* Your fieps detain : you princely fracture view, 

* Grac'd with each finer art your Athene knew ! 

* Each finer art to juſt perfeQion brought, 

* All that Vitruvius and Palladio thought : 

* The rophy*d arch ; the porphey-pillar'd hall ; 
* The ſculptur'd forms that breathe along the wall; 

* Lyczan Pan; the faun's Arcadian race ; 

* The Huntrefs Queen's inimitable imi grace; 

* Athenian Pallas, clad in radiant arms; 

* Heav'n's empreſs, conſcious of her lighted charms; =, 
* Your own Apollo, on whoſe paid brow 

* Youth blooms, and grace, and candour”s bright ning glow ; 

* Gods, heroes, ſages, an illuſtrious train, 

Court you to Holkham's conſecrated plain. 

* Haſte then, ye ſacred ſiſt ers! haſte and bring 

© The laurel ficep'dinthe Caltalian fps: 

* On the choice bough a purer fragrance breathe, 

And ewine for Leiceſter's brow th' uatading wreathe.” - 
She ceas'd the raptur'd firain ; and, dear to fame, 

Flows the proud verſe inferid'd with Leiceſter's name. 
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BY THOMAS EBLACKLOCK, 5. n. 
8 others travel with ine eſſant pain, 
The wealth of earth and ocean to ſecure; 


Then with fond hopes careſs the precious bane, 
In grandeur abje&, and in affluence poor. 


Wild waves n roll, and conflagrations ſpread ; 


Let me, in dreadleſs poverty retir'd, 
The real joys of life unenvy's ſhare : 
Favour'd by Love, and by the Muſe infpir'd, 
Tu yield to wealth it's jealoufy and care. 


On rifing ground, the proſpect to command, 
Unting'd with ſmoke, where vernal breezes blow, 


In rural neatneſs let my cottage ſtand ; 


Here wave a wood, and there a river flow. 


Let ſheep with tender bleat ſalute my ear; 


Far hence, kind Heaven! expel the favage train, 
Inur'd to blood, and enger to deſtroy ; 


* 
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Ye powers of ſocial life and tender ng? 
To you devoted ſhall my fields remain ; 


Here, uadiſturd'd, the peaceful day prolong, 
Nor own a ſmart, but Love's delightful pain. 


For you, my trees ſhall wave their leafy hade: 
For you, my gardens tinge the lenient air; 

For you, be Autumn”: bluſhing gifts difplay'd, "I 
And all that Nature yields of fweet or fair. 2 


In heav'nly breaſts could e er compaſſion find, 7 
Grant me, ah! grant my heart's ſupreme defire, 1 
And teach my dear Urania to be kind. 


Por her, black Sadnefs clouds my brightefi day; 
For her, in tears the midnight vigils roll; 
For her, cold horrors melt my powers away, 


Beneath her ſcorn each youthful ardour dies, 
It's joys, it's wiſhes, and it's hopes, expire! 
In vain for me the Muſes firing the lyre. 


O] let her oft my humble dwelling grace; 
Humble no more, if there the deign to mine: 
For Heav'n, unlimited by time or place, 
Still waits on god-like worth, and charms divine. 


Amid the cooling fragrance of the morn, | 
| How ſweet with her thro? lonely fields to firay ! 
| Her charms the lovelieſt landſcape ſhall adorn, 
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With her, all Nature ſhines in heighten'd bloom, 
The filver ſtream in ſweeter muſick flows ; 
N er 
And deeper tinctures paint the ſpreading roſe. 


With her, the ſhades of night their horrors loſe, 
It's deepeſt filence charms if the be by ; 
It's lambent radiance ſparkles in her eye. 


9 


How fweet, with her, in Wiſdom's calm receſs, 
To brighten ſoft defice with wit zefin'd! 

Kind Nature's laws with facred Aſhley trace, 

And view the faireſt features of the mind! 


Or borne on Milton's flight, as Hessen ſublime, 


Vie is' full blaze in open profpe@ glow ; 
Bleſs the firſt pair in Eden's happy clime, 


And when, in virtue and in peace grown old, 
No arts the languid lamp of life reflore ; 

Her let me graſp with hands convuls'd and cold, 
Till ev'ry nerve, relax'd, can hold no more. 


Long, long on her my dying eyes ſuſpend, 
Till the laſt beam fhall vibrate on my fight; 


Then ſoar where only greater joys attend, 
And bear her image to eternal light. 


Fond man, ab! whither would thy fancy rove? 
"Tis thine to languilh in enpity's fmart ; 


"Tis thine, alas! eternal fcorn to prove, 


Nec feel one gleam of comfort warm thy heart. 


* 


+. 
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But if my din dis crucl law impoſe, = 
Peas d, to her will 1 all my foul refign; 

To walk beneath the burden of my woes, 

Or fink in death, nor at my fate repine. 


Yet when, with woes unmingled and fincere, 
To earth's cold womb in filence I defcend ; 
Let her, to grace my obſequies, appear, * 


* the weeping throog her ee blend. | 


Ad, no? bi of her hoves wich plentzce conwn'd, 
And all her foul from ev'ry anguiſh free : 
Should my fad fate that gentle boſom wound, 
The joys of heaven would be no joys to me. 


THE SEASONS. 
BY MOSES MENDEz, - ESQ. 


SPRING. 


R E yet I fing the round revolving year, 
And ſhow the toils and paſtime of the ſwain, 
At Alcon's* grave I drop a pious tear; 
Right well he knew to raiſe his learned ftrain, 
Ah, cruel Fate! to tear him from our eyes; 
Receive this wreathe, albe the tribute's vain ; 
To mark the ſacred ſpot where the ſweet poet lies, 


© Mr. Thomſon, author of the Seaſons. 4 
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It is the cuckow that announceth ſpring, 

And with his wreakful tale the ſpouſe doth fray z = 
Meanwhile the finches harmleſs ditties fing, 
And hop, in buxom youth, from ſpray to ſpray, 
Proud as Sir Paridel of rich array. 
The little wantons that draw Venus? team, 
Chirp amorous thro” the grove in beavies gay; 
And he, who erſt gain'd Leda's fond eſteem, 
Now fails on Thamis* tide, the glory of the ſtream! 


hens i TA Ges, bonnie, © 
He grants freſh favours to each female near : 
For love as wel! as cheriſaunce renown'd, 

The waddling dame that did the Gauls confound, 

Her tawny fons doth lead to rivers cold ; 

While Juno's darling, with majeſtick bound, 

To charm his leman doth his train unfold, 


The virgin ſnow-drop boaſts her filver hue ; 
An hundred tints the gaudy daiſy ſtain; 
And the meek violet, in amis blue, 
Creeps low to earth, and hides from publick view: 
But the rank netile rears her creſt on high ; 
So ribaulds looſe their front unbluſhing ſhew, 
While modeſt merit doth neglected lie, 
And pines in lonely ſhade, unſeen of vulgar eye. 


See! all around the gall-leſs culvers bill, | 
| Meanwhile the nightingate's becalming lays 
The which in various gyres the meadow bays. 
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| Behold! the welkin burſts into a blaze! 
Faſt by the car of light the nimble hours, 

In fongs of triumph, hail his genial rays, 
And, as they wend to Thetis cooling bowets, | 
| W nn 


Ae 
The raptur'd bard awakes his fkilful lyre ; _ 
By running ſtreams, or in the laurel grove, *% A 
He tunes to amorous notes his founding wire: | 
All, all is harmony, and all defire. = 
The happy numbers charm the blooming maid ; 
Her bluſhing cheeks pronounce her heart on fire, 
She now conſents, then ſhuns th* embow'ring ſhade, 
With faint reluctance yields ; defirous, yet afraid. 


Now ruſtick Cuddy, with untutor's throat, 
(re much admir'd, I ween, end heeded 
By various ſongs would various ends promote. 

Secks he to prove that woman's vows are vain, 

He Bateman's fortune tells, a baleful firain ; 
And if to honour Britain he be led, | 

He fings a prentice bold, in londs profane, 
Who, all unarm'd, did firike two lions dead, 
| Tore forth their lunge hearts, add did > princels wed. 


But, bark! the bag-pipe ſummons to the green, 
The jocund bag-pipe that awaketh ſport; 
The blitheſome laſſes, as the morning ſheen, k 
Around the flower-crown'd May-pole quick reſort; 
_ The gods of pleaſure here have fix'd their count. 
Nor build op awple ſchemes, for life is Met. 
Short as the whiſper of the paſſing breeze; 
Yet, ab! in vain I prcach—aine heart i ill at eaſe. 


SUMMER. 


. LE : 2 * n c / 
2 SUMMER 
DENEATH you faubby cak*s extended ſhade, 
=_ Safe let me hide me from the eye of day: 
= - Nor ſhall the dug- far this retreat invade, 


' Carne the Gel level, that hall ne er expire: 


= = 


Or ſhall I hie to mine own bermitage, 


There ma: I lonely turn the facred page, 


E | Here, 'gainſt Life's ills, a remedy I fad. 


It's waters yield a melancholy found, 


Tue playful infe@t hopping in the graſe, 


3 The patient cow doth, to eſchew tue heat, 


= And while the lambs in fainter voices bleat, 


. e the heavens he ſpeeds his burning way: 


= erer. 


| The hans ths xonn bard may Yew eee 


- An hundred flowers emboſs the verdant ground; 
' A little brook doth my ſweet cottage bind; 


- And ſoothe to ſtudy deep, or lull to fleep profound. 
Doth tire the hearer with his ſonnet ſhrill ; 

The pool-ſprung guat on ſounding wing doth paſs, 

| And on the ramping fiecd doth ſuck his fill: 

WW . Ab. me? can little creatures work ſuch il! ! 


Their mothers hang their head, in doleful plight I weet! 
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Ne fear to how their faces to the raps | | 


| But all the honeſt badge of toil diſplay. - 
[Fear nor mn cnt be ke ape 6 Ge he. 


unn e manath. 
5 And all th raul of bean rar 
In flamy gold the raddy welkia glows, 
And for the noon-day heat our pains doth quite, 
For all is calm, ſerene, and paſſing bright: 
Favonius gentle ſkims along the grove, 
_ And ſheds ſweet odours from his pennons light; 
| : The little bat in giddy orbs doth rove, | 
F *˙ A 


Menaleas came to taſte the evening gale, 
His cheeks impurpled with the roſe of youth : 
He won each damſel with his piteous tale; | 
They thought they liften'd to the words of truth, 
Yet their belief did work them muchel ruth. 
His oaths were light as goffimer, or air, 
His tongue was poiſonous as an aſpick's tooth. 
Ah! ceaſe to promiſe joy, and give deſpair: | 
29 "tis baſe to wrong the fir. 1 


The gentle Thyrſie, * 5 
Came to the lawn, and Marian there was found; 
Marian, whom many huſwife arts aden: 
Right well the knew the apple to farround 
With dulcet cruſt ; and Thomalin renown'd 


* 
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To tread a meaſure ; while Night's regent pale 


For prow achievements in the wreltiing rings 
He held at nought the vantage of the ground, 
rr 
c 


| From wee-crown'd kill ces ces 
The mild inhabitants in crowds appear 


Whoſe lucid wheels were deck'd with dew-drops clear; 
The which, like pearls, deſcended on the plain. 


Thrice happy he who loves and is belov'd again. 


AUTUMN. 
* 
E E jolly Autumn, clad in hunter's green, 
In wholeſome luſty-hed doth mount the ſphere ; 


A leafy girlond binds her temples ſheen, 


Inftudded richly with the ſpiky ear; 

Her right-hand bears a vine-incircled ſpear, 
Such as the crew did weild whom Bacchus lad, 

When to the Ganges he bis courſe did fteer ; 
And in her left a bugle-horn ſhe had, 
On which ſhe eft did blow, and made the deart right glad 


Ov ante ace domme wes. 
The ſun-burnt hinds their finiſh'd toil enſue ; 
Now in the barn they houſe the glittering grain, 
The honeſt farmer does his friends falew | 
And them with jugs of ale his wife dorh treat, 
Which for that purpoſe ſhe at home did brew: 
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Then ſmack their laſſes lips, their lips as honey ſweet. l 


On ev*ry bill the purple bluſhing vine 
Albe ſhe pour not floods of Foaming wine, 
Yet are we not potations bland denied; 
See where the pear-tree doth in earth abide! 
Bruiſe her rich fruitage, and the grape diſdain; 
The apple too will grant a generous tide, 
To fing whoſe honours Thenot rais'd his ſtrain, 


Thro* greyiſh miſts behold Aurora dawns, T 7 
And to his ſport the wary ſowler hies; | 
Crouching to earth his guileful pointer fawns; 
Now the thick ftubble, now the clover tries, 
— To find where, with his race, the partridge lies. 
Ah, lucklefs fire! ah, lucklefs race! I ween, 
Whom force compels or ſubtle arts furprize; 
More uncles * wait to cauſe thee dolorous teen, 
Doom'd to eſcape the deep, and periſh on the green. 


The full-mouth'd hounds purſue the timorous hare, 
And the hills echo to the joyful cry; 
1 Ahl borrow the light pennons of the air, 
If you're arraught, you die; poor wretch, you die! 
. Nought will avail the pity-pleading eye, 
Por our good ſquire doth much againſt you rail, 
And faith you often magick arts do try; 
At times you wave Grimalkin's footy tail, 


* 


Pædalus envying Perdi c his nephew's kill in mechanicks, threw him i 
the fza. He eicaped death by being changed into a parttidge. 
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The fag is er dz he dee the threatning flood, 


That ſhall ere long his matchleſs ſwifinefs quell; 
And, to avoid the tumult of the wood, 
_ Amongſt his well-known pheers attempts to mel]: 
With horn and hoof his purpoſe they repell. 
Thus, ſhould a maid from Vircue's lore yſtray, 
Your fex, my Daphne, ſhow their vengeance fell; 
Your cruel ſelves with gall the ſhaft embay, 
And laſh from Pardon's ſhrine the penitent away. 


To purer air doth ſpeed each crafty wight; 
The well ſqueez'd client quits the duſty cown, 
Grown grey in tue aſſerting of his right: 
With head yfraught with law, and pockets light, 
Well pleas'd he wanders o'er the fallow lea, | 
And views each rural object with delight. 
Ne'er be my lot the Erawling courts to ſee; 
Who truſts to lawyer's tongue doth much miſween, perdy. 


Night bleſs'd the man who, free from bitter bale, 
Both in the little peaceful hamlet dwell; 


No loud contention Goth his ears aſſail, 


Save when the tempeſt whiſtles o'er his cell: 

The fruitful down, the flower-depainted dell, 
To pleuſe his eyne are variouſly array'd; 

And when in roundelay his flame he'd tell, 
He gains a ſmile from his beloved maid; 
By ſuch a gentle ſmile an age of pain's repaid. 


9: © & © 


HE litile brook that erſt my cot did lave, 
And o'er 's flinty pavement ſweetly ſang, 


Doth now forget to roll her wanton wave; 


For Winter boar her icy chain has fuvg, 


And Qill'd the babbling muſck of her tongue. The 
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E h mountain head with fleecy ſnow is hung ; 
The ſnipe and duck enjoy the mooriſh fen, 
Like eremites they live, and ſhun the fight of men. 


The wareleſs ſheep no longer bite the mead, ; 
No more the plough-boy turns the ſtubborn ground, 
At the full crib the horned labourers feed, 
Their noſtrils caſt black clouds of ſmoak around; 
A ſqualid coat doth the lean ſteed ſurround. 
The wily fox doth prowl abroad for prey, 
Rechleſs of ſnares, or of th* avenging hound; 
And truſty Lightfoot, now no longer gay, 
Sleeps at the kitchen hearth his chearleſs hours away. 


Did with delight eut thro? the dimpling plain, 

Now wanton boys and men do roam at large; 
And of the wrong at Neptune's court complain. 

There mote you ſee mild Avon crown'd with flow rs, 
And milky Wey withouten ſpot or ſlain; 

There the fair ſtream that waſhes Hampton's bow'rs, 


Intent on ſport, the ever-jocund throng 

Quit their warm cots, and for the game prepare; 
Behold the reſtleſs foot-ball whirls along, 

Now near the earth, now mounted high in air. 

Thus often men, in life's wild lottery fare, 

Who quit true bliſs to graſp an empty toy. 

Our honeſt ſwains for wealth nor titles care, 
But luſty health in exerciſe employ : 
The diſtant village hears the rude tumultuous joy. 
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- When from her vetchy neſt the weetleſs vagrant hies. 
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To fee what labour may his ſkill demand; 
He mends the fence, repairs the finking mound, 
Or in long drains he cuts the lower land, | 
That hall henceforth all ſudden floods withſtand. 
Meanwhile, at home, his dame, with filver hair, 
Doch fit encircled by a goodly band 
Of loveiy maids, who various works prepare, 
All chaſte as Jove's wie an. .o mother far. 


"Minton Shores nee of fifdinns aien, 
Nor of the trilling notes which eunuchs fing; 
Allurements vain, that prompt the ſoul to vice; 
Ne tells the them of Kefar or of king; 
Too great the ſubject for ſo mean a ring. 
Her leſſons teach to ſwell the capon's fize; 
To make the hen a num*rous offspring bring: 
Or how the wayward mother to chaſtiſe, 


When gliſtering ſpangles deck the robe of night, 
And all their kine in pens avoid the cold, 
The buxcm troops, {ill eager of delight, 
Round Damon's eyne a drapet white enfold ; 
He darkling gropes till he ſome one can hold. 


Next Corin hides his head, and muſt impart 


What wanton fair-one ſmote his hand fo bold. 
He Delia names, nor did from truth depart ; 
For well he knew her touch, who long had fir'd his heart. 


Stay, I conjure you by your hopes of bliſs; 
Truft not, my Daphne, the rough-biung air: 

Let not rude winds thoſe Hips of fofineſs kiſs; 
Will Eurus ſtern the charms of beauty ſpare? 
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No, he will hurt my roſy-ſeatur d fair. 
If aught fo bright dares rugged carl invade, 

Too tender thou fuch rough aſſaults to bear. 
The mountain aſh may ſtand, tho” firipp'sd of ſhade ; 
But at the lighteſt wound the filken flowers will fade. 


THE NUN; 


0 . 
ADALEIDA TO HER FRIEND. 


BY MR. JERNINGHAM. | 

IT H each perfeftion dawning on ker mind, 

F All Beauty's treaſure op ning on her cheek; 
Each flatt'ring hope ſubdu d, each wiſh reſigu d. 


Say, gentle maid, what prompts thee to forſake 

The paths thy birth and fortune ſtrew with flow r-? 
Thro* Nature's kind endearing ties to break, 

And waſte in cloiſter'd walls thy penſive hours? 


Let ſober thought reſtraia thine erring zeal, 
That guides thy footſteps to the veſtal gate; 
Leſt thy ſoft heart, (this friendſhip bids reveal) 
Like mine unbleſs' d, ſhould mourn like mine too late. 


Does ſome angelick, lonely-whiſp'ring voice, 
Some ſacred impulſe, or ſome dream divine, 
Applaud the dictates of thy early choice, 


a. BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
There, kneeliag at you altar's marble baſe, 
(While tears of rapture from. thine eye-lid teal, 


But if miſled by falſe-entitled f. ĩends, 
Smooths ev'ry frown, and ſoftens ev*ry pain: 


That veſtals tread Contentment's flow'ry lawn, 
Approv'd of Innocence, by Health careſs d; 
That rob'd in colours bright, by Fancy drawn, 
Celeſtial Hope fits ſmiling at their breaſt. 


Su ſpect their ſyren ſong and artful ſtyle, 
Their pleaſing ſounds ſome treach'rous thought conceal : 
Full oft does pride with ſainted voice beguile, 
And ſordid int'reſt wear the maſk: of zcal. 


A tyrant abbeſs here perchance may reign, 
Who, fond of pow'r, affects th* imperial nod; 
3 Looks down dildainful on ker female train, 
1 And rules che cloiſter wich an iron rod. 


Neſto ction fickens at the life-long tie, 
Back-glancivg Mem'ry acts her buſy part; 

It's charm the world unfolds to Fancy's eve, 
And theds atturement on the youthful heart. 


Lol Diſcord enters at the ſacred porch, 
Rage in her frown, and terror on her creſt: 
Len at the hallow'd lamps the lights her torch, 
Aud holde it Sawing to each virgin breatt, 


Bur 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


But fince the legends of monaſtick bliſs, 
By fraud are fabled, and by youth believ'd ; 
 Unbought experience learn from my diſtreſs, 
Oh, mark my lot, and be no more deceiv'd! 


Three luftres fcarce with haſty wing were fled, 
When I was torn from ev'ry weeping friend; 
A trembling victim to the temple led, 

And (bluſh, ye parents!) by a father's hand. 


Vet, then, what ſolemn ſcenes deceiv'd my choice! 
The pealing organ's animating ſound ; 
The choral virgins captivating voice, 

The blazing altar, and the prieſts around; 


The train of youth, array'd in pureſt white, 
Who ſcatter'd myriles as I pafs'd along; 
The thouſand lamps that pour'd a flood of light, 
The kiſs of Peace from all the veſtal throng; 


The golden cenſers toſs'd with graceful hand, 
Whoſe fragrant breath Arabian odour ſhed; 

Of meek ey d novices the circling band, 

With blooming chaplets wove around their head. 


My willing ſoul was caught in tapture's flame, 

While facred ardour glow'd in ev'ry vein ; 

Methought applauding angels ſung my name, 
And Heav'n's unſullicd glories gilt the fane. 


Methought, in ſun-beams rob'd, the heav'uly Spouſe 
Indulg'd the longings of my holy love ; | 
Not undelighted heard my virgin vows— 
While oer the altar wav'd the my flick dove. 
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This temporary tranſport ſoon expir'd; = 
My droeping heart confeſs'd a dreadful void: 
Now helpleſs, Heav*n-abandon'd, uninſpir d, 
I tread this dome, to Miſery ally'd. 


No wakening joy informs my fullen breaſt, 
Thro” op'ning ſkies no radiant ſeraph ſmiles ; | 
No ſaint deſcends to ſoothe my foul to reſt; 


1 Here daggard Diſcontent ſtill haunts my view, 
3 | The umber'd genius reigns in ev'ry place ; 
Arrays each virtue in the darkeft hue, 


J meet her ever in the chearleſs cell, 
The gloomy grotto, and the darkſome wood; 
1 hear her ever in the midnight bell, 


This caus'd a mother's tender tears to flow, 
(The fad remembrance time ſhall ne'er eraſe l) 
When having ſeal'd th” irrevocable vow, 
I haften'd to receive her lat embrace 


Tet ne'er did her maternal voice unfold, 
This cloiſter'd feene in all it's horror dreſs'd; 
Nor did ſhe then my trembling ſteps withold, 
When here I enter'd a reluctant gueſt. 


= Ab! could he view her only child betray'd, 

3 And let ſubmiſſion ofer her love prevail? 
TY unfeeling prieft why did ſhe not vpbraid, 
| Forbid the vow, and rend the hoy'ring veil? 
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Alas! the might not—her relentleſs lord 

Had ſeald her lips, and chid the riſing tear; 
And all the mother ſunk in dumb deſpair. 


© But thou who own'h a father's facred name, 
What act impell'd thee to this ruthleſs deed ? 
What crime had forfeited my filial claim, 


* And giv'a (ob, blaſting thought?) thy heart to bleed ? 


If then thine injur'd child deſerve thy care, 1 
» Od, haſte and bear her from this loneſome gloom !* YN 
In vain—no words can foothe his rigid ear, = 
And Gallia's laws have riveted my doom. 


Yet let me to my fate ſubmiſſive bow; 
From fatal ſymptoms if I right conceive, 
This ſtream, Ophelia, has not long to flow, 
This voice to murmur, and this breaſt to heave: 


Ah! when extended on th” untimely bier, 
To yonder vault this form hall be convey'd, 
Thouꝰ lt not refuſe to ſhed one grateful tear, 


With pious foorfieps join the fable rrain, | 

As thro” the length'ning aiſle they take their way: 
A glimmering taper let thy hand ſuſtain; 

Thy ſoothing voice attune the funeral lay. 


Behold the miniſter, who late gave = 
The facred veil, in garb of mournful hue, 
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As Ger the corſe he firews the hambling duſt, = 
The fterneft heart will raiſe Compaſſion's figh ; 

Cen then, no longer to his child anjuft, 

| The tears may trickle from a father's eye. 


—_ THE TRAVELLER; 
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BY BR. GOLDSMITH. 


Amorn ed metres, flow, 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wand'ring Po; 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 
Or where Campania's plain forſaken lies, 
£1 A weary waſte expanding to the fries ; 
Were er 1 roam, whatever realms to ſee, 
My heart, untravell'd, fondly turns to thee ; 
Still to my brother turns with ceafcleſs pain, 
And drags, at each remove, a length'aing chain, 
Eternal bleſings crown my earlieſt friend, 
And round his dwelling guardian faints attend: 
Blefs*d be that ſpot, where chearful gueſts retire, 
To pauſe from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 
Blefs'd that abode, where want and pain repair, 
And ev'ry ſtranger finds a ready chair: 
Blef'd be thoſe feafts, with ſimple plenty crown'd, 
Where all the ruddy family around 
Laugh at the jeſts or pranks that never fail, 
Or figh with pity at ſome mournful tale, 
Or preſs the baſhful ſtranger to his food, 
And learn the luxury of doing good ! 
But me, not deſtin'd ſuch delights to ſhare, 
* My prime of life in wand'ring ſpent and care: 


Impell'd. 
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Impell'd, with ſteps unceaſing, to purſue 3 
Some flecting good, that mocks me with the view ; 
That, like the circle, bounding earth and ies, 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies z 
My fortune leads to traverſe realms alone, 
- And find no ſpot of all the world my own. 
F'en now, where Alpine ſolitudes aſcend, 

I fit me down a penſive hour to ſpend ; 
And plac'd on high, above the florm*s career, 
| Look downward where an hundred realms appear; 
Lakes, foreſts, cities, plains, extending wide, 

The pomp of kings, the ſhepherd”: humbler pride. 
Amid the ſtore, ſhould thankleſs pride repine ? 

Say, ſhould the philoſophick mind diſdain 

That good which makes each humbler boſom vain ? 
Let ſchool- taught pride diſſemble all it can, 

Theſe little things are great to little man ; 

And wiſer he, whoſe ſympathetick mind 

Exults in all the good of all mankind. 1 
Ye glitr'ring towns, with wealth and ſplendor crown'd ; 1 
Ye fields, where ſummer ſpreads profuſion round; = wo 
Ye lakes, whoſe veſſels catch the buſy gale ; | 
Ye bending ſwains, that dreſs the flow'ry vale ; 
For me your tributary ſtores combine : 
Creation's heir! the world, the world is mine ! 
Bends at his treaſure, counts, recounts it o'er; 
Thus to my breaſt alternate paſſions riſe, 
Pleas'd with each good that Heav 'n to man ſupplies ; 
Vet oft a figh prevails, and forrows fall, 
To fee the hoard of human bliſs ſo ſmall ; 
And oft I wiſh, amid the ſcene, to find 


2. . — cantiga/s, | 
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Where my worn foul, each wand*ring hope at reſt, 
Whocan direct, when all pretend to know? 
| Boldly proclaims that happieſt ſpot his own; 
Extols the treaſures of his flermy ſeas, 
And his long nights of revelry and eaſe: 
The naked negro, panting atthe line, 
Boaſts of his golden ſands and palmy wine; 
Baſks in the glare, or ſtems the tepid wave, 
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave. 
Such is the patriot's boaſt, where'er we roam; 
His eff, bet country, ever is at home. 
And eſtimate the blefiogs which they ſhare, 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind; | 
As different good, by art or nature given, 
Nature; a mother kind alike to all, 

Still grants her bliſs at labour's earneſt call; 
With food as well the peaſant is ſupply d, 
On Idra's cliffs as Arno's ſhelvy fide ; 
Theſe rocks by cuſtom turn to beds of down. 
From art more various are the bleſſings ſent; 
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 
Yet theſe each other's p r ſo ſtrong conteſt, 
That either ſeems defiruftive of the reſt. 


And honour finks where commerce long prevails. 
Hence ev'ry ſtate to one lov'd bleſſing prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 

| Each to the fav'rite happineſs attends, 
And ſpurns the plan that aims at other ends; 
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Till carried to enceſa in each domain, mar abs 
This fav rite good begers peeutiar pam. _ ” 
| But Jet us wy theſe waihs with cloſer eyes, 
And trace them through the profpedt as it lies: ” = 
Here let me fit in. forcow for mankind 12 
Like you negleficd ſnub at random cat, 
That ſhades the ſteep, and fighs at ry blaſt. 
Far to the right, where Appennine aſcends, 
Bright as the ſummer, Italy extends ; 
———— | 
While oft ſome temple's mould' ring tops between, 
Wich venerable grandeur mark the ſcene... 
The ſons of Italy were ſurely bleſs'd. | 
Whatever fruits in diffezent climes are found, 
Thar proudly riſe, or humbly court the ground; | 
Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear, 575 q 
Whoſe bright ſucceſſion Cecks the varied year; _ 
Whatever ſweets ſaiute the northern ſky 1 
Wich vernal lives, that blooms but to die: 
Nor aſk . 
To winnow fragrance round the ſmiling land. 
But ſmall the bliſs that ſenſe alone beſtows, 
And ſenſual bliſs is all rhe nation knows. BYE. 3 
In florid beauty groves and fields appear, 3 
Man ſcems the only growth that dwindles here. . 
Though poor, luxurious ; though ſubmiſſive, vain ; 
Though grave, yet tifling ; zealous, yet untrue ; 
And e'en in penance planning fins anew. 
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d 


as BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 
When commerce proudly flouriſh'd through the ftate : 
At her command the palace learn'd to riſe, 
Again the long-fall*n column ſought the Kies; 
The canvas glow'd beyond een Nature warm, 
The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form. 
Till, more unſteady than the fouthern gale, 
Commerce on other ſhorgs diſplay d her fail ; 
While nought remain'd of all that riches gave, 
But towns unmann'd, and lords without a ſlave : 
Ta, flilf the los of wealth is here ſupply'd 
By arts, the ſplendid wrecks of former pride; 
n As eh compentation Wen ws fad. 
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| A miſtreſs or a ſaint in ev'ry grove. 
1 Tube ſports of children fatisfy the child; 
4 Each nobler aim, repref:'d by long controu!, 
Now finks at laſt, or feebly mans the foul; 
While low delights, ſucceeding faſt behind, 

In happier meanneſs occupy the mind: 

| As in thoſe domes, where Czfars once bore fway, 

Defac'd by time, and tott'ring in decay, 

There in the ruin, heedleſfs of the dead, 

The ſhelter-ſceking peaſant builds his ſhed; 

And, wond'ring man could want the larger pile, 
 Exults, and one his-cottage with a ſmile. 
. M foul turn from them—turn we to ſurvey 
= Sn. 
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Dut man and ſteel, the ſoldier and his ſword. 

No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 

But winter ling'ring chills the lap of May ; | 

No zephyr fondly ſues the mountain's breaſt, : 
But meteors glare, and ſtormy glooms inveſt. 

Yet fin. een here, Content can ſpread a charm, = 

Redreſs the clime, and all it's rage diſarm. 

Joe 

He ſees his little lot the lot of all; 

Sees no contiguous palace rear it's head, 

To ſhame the meanneſs of his humble ſhed; 

To make him loathe his vegetable meal ; 

But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil, 

Each wiſh contracting, fits him to the ſoil. 

Chearful at morn, he wakes from ſhort repoſe, 

Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes; 

With patient angle trolls the finny deep, 

Or drives his vent'rous plough-ſhare to the fieep; 

Or ſeeks the den where ſaow-tracks mark the way, 

And drags the ſtruggling ſavage into day. 

At night returning, ev'ry labour ſped, 

He fits him down the monarch of a ſhed ; 

Smiles by his chearful fre, and round ſurveys 

His children's looks, that brighten at the blaze; 
While his lov'd partner, boaſtful of her hoard, 

Diſplays her cleanly platter on the board : 
And haply too ſome pilgrim, thither led, 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus ev'ry good his native wilds impact, 

Imprints the patriot paſſion on his heart; 

And e en thoſe ills, that round his manſion riſe, 

Enhance the bliſs his ſcanty fund ſupplies. 

Dear is that ſhed to which his ſoul conforms, 

And dear that hill which lifts him to the ftorms; 


1 


arts OF FORTEY, 


And as a child, when fearing founds maleſt, 
Clings cloſe and cloſer to the-mother's breaft, 
But hind him to his native mountains more. 

Such are the charms to barren ſtates affign'd; 

Their wants but few, their wiſhes all confin'd. 

Vet les them only ſhare the praifes due; 

If few their wants, their pleaſures are but few : 

For ev ry want that ſimulates the breaſt, 

Becomes a ſource of pleaſure when redreſs'd. 

That firſt excites defire, and then ſupplies; | 

Unknown to them, when ſenſual pleaſures cloy, 

To fill the languid pauſe with finer joy ; 

Unknown thoſe pow'rs that raiſe the foul to flame, 

Their level life is but a moald”ring fire, E 
» Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by ſtrong defire; | 

Unfit for raptures $ or, if raptures chear 

On ſome high feſtival of once a year, 

In wild exceſs the vulgar breaſt takes fire, 
Tin buried in debauch, the blik expire. 

Dat not their joys alone thus coarſely flow ; 

Their morals, like their pleaſures, are but low: 

For, as refinement ſtops, from fire to ſon, 

_ Unalter'd, unimprov'd, the manners run; 
And love's and friendſhip's Godly poinced dart 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 
Some ſterner virtues o'er the mouncain's breaſt 
May fit, like falcons cowering on the neſt ; 
But all the gentler morals, fuch as play 
Through life's more cultu'd walks, and charm the way, 
Theſe far diſpers d, on timorous,pinions fly, | 
To ſport and flutter in a kinder ky. 

To kinder ies, where gentler manners reign, \ 
1 6 ,t, 
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Pleas'd with thyſelf, whom all the world can pleaſe, 
How often have I led thy fportive choir, 

With tune!eſs pipe, beſide the murm*ring Loire! 
Where ſhading elms along the margin grew, 

And, freſhen'd from the wave, the zephyr flew ; 
And haply, though my harſt touch falt'riag tilt, 
But mock' d all tune, and marr'd the dancer*s ſkill, 
Yet would the village praiſe my wond'rous pow'r, 
And dance, forgetful of the noon-tide hour ! 
Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days 
Have led their children through the mirthful maze ; 
And the gay grandfire, fkill'd in geftick lore, 
Has friſk'd beneath the burden of threeſcore. 
So bleſs'd a life theſe thoughileſs * 
Thus idly bufy rolls their world away:; 
Theirs are thoſe arts that mind to mind endear, 
Or een imaginary worth obtains, 1 
It ſhifts in ſplendid traſſick round the land: 

From courts to camps, to cottages it ſtrays, 

And all are taught an avarice of praiſe ; 

They pleaſe, are pleas'd, they give to get eſteem, 

Till, ſeeming blefs'd, they grow to what they feem. 
But while this ſoſter art their bliſs ſupplies, 
It gives their follies alſo room to riſe; 
Far praiſe too dearly lov'd, or warmly fought, 
Enfeebles all internal ſtrength of thought; 
And the weak foul, within itſelf unblefs*d, 
Leans for all pleaſure on another*s breaft. 


Here Vanity aſſumes her pert grimace, 
| 3L Here 
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Here beggar Pride defrauds her daily cheer, 

To boaſt ane ſplendid banquet once a year; 

The mind ftill turus where ſhifring faſkion draws, 
To men of other minds my fancy flies, 

Em boſom d in the deep where Holland lies. 

Methinks her patient ſons before me ſtand, 

Where the broad ocean leans againft the land; 

And, ſedulous to ſtop the coming tide, 

Onward methinks, and diligently flow, 

The firm connected bulwark ſeems to grow ; 

Spreads it's long arms amidſt the wat'ry roar, 

Scoops out an empire, and uſurps the ſhore, 

While the pent ocean rifing oer the pile, 

Sees an amphibious world beneath him ſmile; 

The crouded mart, the cultivated plain, 

A new creation, reſcu'd from his reign. 
Thee, while around the ware-ſubjeied foil 

Iapels the native to repeated toil, 

Ind uſtrious habits in each boſom reign, 

And induſtry begets a love of gain. 

Hence all the good from opulence that ſprings, 

With all thoſe ills ſaperfiuous treaſure brings, 

Are here diſplay*'d. Their much-lov'd wealth imparts 

Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts; 

But view them cloſer, n 

E'en liberty itſelf is bacter'd here. 5 

At gold's ſuperior charms all freedom flies, 

The needy fell it, and the rich man buys; 

A land of tyrants, and a den of flaves, 

Here wretches ſeek diſhonourabie graves, 

Aad calmly bent, to ſervitude conform, 

Dull as their lakes that lumber in the ficem. 


Heavens ! 
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Heavens! how unlike their Belgick fires of old! 


— Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold ; 


War in each breaſt, and freedom on each brow ; 
How much unhke the fons of Britain now? 
Fir'd at the found, my Genius ſpreads her wing, 
And flies where Britain courts the weſtern ſpring ; 
Where lawns extend that fcorn Arcadian pride, 
And brighter ſtreams that fam'd Hydaſpis glide. 
There all around the gentleft breezes firay, 
There gentle muſick melts on ev'ry ſpray ; 
Creation's mildeſt charms are there combia'd ; 
Extremes are only in the maſter's mind ! 

Stern o'er each boſom Reaſon holds her tate, 
With daring aims irregularly great: 

Pride in their pert, defiance in their eye, 

I fee the lords of haman-kind paſs by ; 

Intent on high deſigus, a thoughtful band, 

By forms unfaſhion'd freſh from Nature's hand; 
Fierce in their native hardineſs of foul, 
True to imagin'd right, above controul, | 

While een the peaſant boaſts theſe rights to ſcan, 
And learns to venerate himſelf as man. 

Thine, Freedom, thine the bleſſings pictur d here, 
Thane are thoſe charms that dazzle and endear; 
Too bleſs'd indeed were ſuch without alloy, 

But ſoſter d e en by Freedom ills annoy ; 
That independence Britons prize too high, 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the focial tie; 

Here, by the bonds of Nature feebly held, 
Ferments ariſe, impriſon'd faftions roar, 4 
Repreſs'd ambition ſtruggles round her thore, 
Till. over-wrought, the general ſyſtem feels 
* 
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Nor this the worſt. As Nature's ties decay, 

As duty, love, and honour, fail to ſway, 

Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 
Hence all obedience bows to theſe alone, 

And talent finks, and merit weeps unknown; | 
Till time may come, when, firipp'd of all her charms, 
The land of ſcholars, and we nurſe of arms, 
Where noble ftems tranſmit the patriot flame, 
Where kings have toil'd, and poets wrote for fame, 
One ſink of level avarice ſhall lie, 

Yer think not, thus when Freedom's ills I tate, 
I mean to flatter kings, or court the great: 
Ye puwers of truth, that bid my foul aſpire, 

Far from my boſom drive the low deſire! 

And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to ſeel 

The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry ſteel; 
Thou tranſitory flower, alike undone 

By proud Contempt, or Favour's foſt'ring ſun, 

I only would repreſs them to ſecure: | 
For juſt experience tells, in ev'ry foil, | 

That thoſe who think muſt govern thoſe that toil; 
And all that Freedom's higheſt aims can reach, 
Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each. 
Hence, ſhould one order difpropurtion'd grow, 
Ir's double weight muſt ruin all below. 

O, then, how blind to all that truth requires, 
Who think it freedom when a part aſpires! 
Calm is my foul, nor apt to riſe in arms, 
Fxcept when faſt-approaching danger warms : 
Rat when contending chiefs blockade the throce, 
Contracting regal power to ſtretch their own, 
When I behold a faftious band agree 

To call it freedom when themiclves are free; 
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Each wanton judge new penal ſtatutes draw, 
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law ; 
The wealth of climes, where ſavage nations roam, 
Pillag'd from flaves, to purchaſe flaves at home ; 
Fear, pity, juſtice, indignation ſtart, 
Tear off reſerve, and bare my fwelling heart ; 
Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
I fly from petty tyrants to the throne. 

Yes, brother, curſe with me that baleful hour, 
When firſt ambition firuck at regal power; 
And thus polluting honour is it's fource, 
Gave wealth to ſway the mind with double force. 
Have we not ſeen, round Britain's peopled ſhore, 
Her uſeful ſons exchang'd for uſeleſs ore? 
Like flaring tapers, bright'ning as they waſte; 
Seen Opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 
Lead ſtern Depopulation in her train, 
And over fields, where ſcatter d hamlets roſe, 
In barren, folitary pomp repoſe? 
Have we not ſeen, at Pleaſure's lordly call, 
The ſmiling long-frequented village fall? 
Beheld the duteous fon, the fire decay'd, 
The modeſt matren, and the bluſhing maid, 
Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train, 
To traverſe climes beyond the weſtern main; 
Where wild Oſwego ſpreads her ſwamps around, 
And Niagara ſtuns with thund'ring found? 
E'en now, perhaps, as there ſome pilgrim firays 
Through tangled foreſts, and through dang rous ways; 
Where beaſts with man divided empire claim, : 
There, while above the giddy tempeſt flies, 
And ali around diſtrefsful yells ariſe, 
The penſive exile, bending with his woe, 
To fiop too fearful, and too faint to go, 
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Caſts a long look where England's glories ſhine, 
Vain, very vain, wy weary fearch, to find 
That blif which only centers in the mind! 
Why have I ftray'd from pleaſure and repoſe, 
To ſeek a good each government beſtows? 
In ev'ry government, though terrors reign, 
Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws reſtrain, 
How fmall of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cauſe or cure. 
| Still to ourſelves in ev'ry place conſign'd, 

Our own felicity we make or find: 
Wich ſecret courſe, which no loud ſtorms annoy, 
Glides the ſmooth current of domeſtick joy. 
The lifted ax, the agonizing wheel, 

Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of ſteel, 
To men remote from power but rarely known, 
Leave reaſon, faith, and conſcience, all our own, 


DD a, 


& PASTORAL. IN THEEE PARTS, 


BY MR. CUNNINGHAM. 


MORNING. 
[IN the bars the tenant cock, 
Cloſe to partlet perch'd on high, 
Briſkly crows, (the ſhepherd's clock!) 
Jocund that the morning's nigh. 


D 


BEAUTIES OF POETRY. 


Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 
Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire; 
And the peeping ſun beam, now, 


Philomel ſorſakes the thorn, 
Plaintive where ſhe prates at night; 


From the low-roof*d cottage ridge, 
See the chatr'ring ſwallow ſpring ; 


Quick the dips her dappled wing. 


Now the pine-tree's waving top 
Kidlings, now, begin to crop 


From the balmy ſweets, uncloy d, 
| (Refileſs till her taſk be done) 
Now the buſy bees employ d, 


Trickling through the crevic'd rock, 
Where the limpid ſtream diſtils, 

Sweet refreſhment waits the flock, 
When tis ſun-drove from the hills. 


Colin's for the promis'd corn 
(Ere the harveſt hopes are ripe} 
Anxious ;—whilſt the huntſman's horn, 


Darting through the one- arch d bridge, 


* 
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Sweet—O ſweet, the warbling throng, 


Nature's univerſal ſong 


* 


— 


On the white embloſſom'd ſpray! 


Echoes to the rifiog day» 


NOON. 


E RVID on the glitt'ring flood, 
Drooping v'er it's infant bud, 
Not a dew- dropꝰs left the roſe. 


By the brook the ſhepherd dines, 
Shelter'd'by the branching pines, 
Pendant o'er his graſſy feat. 


Now the flock ſorſakes the glade, 
Where uncheck'd the ſun beams fall; 
Sure to find a pleaſing ſhade 
Py the ivy'd abbey wall. 


Over the river, rock, and hill, 
Cannot catch a fingle found, 


Cattle court the zephyrs bland, 
Where the ſtreamlet wanders cool; 
Or with languid filence ſtand 
' Midway inthe mary pool. 
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But from mountain, dell, or fiream, 
Not a flu ring zephyr ſprings : 
Fearful leſt the noon-tide beam 


Scorch it's ſoft, it's filken wings. 


Not a leaf has leave to flir, 
Nature's Jull'd—ſferene—and fill ! 

Quiet een the ſhepherdꝰs cur, 
Sleeping on the heath-clad-hill. 


J. anguid is the landſcape round, 
Till the freſh-deſcending ſhower, 
Grateful to the thirſty ground, 


Now the hill—the hedge—is green, 


Now the warblers throats in tune ; 


Blithſome is the verdant ſcene, 


Brighten'd by the beams of Noon! 


EVENING. 


An the heath the heifer firays 


Now the village windows blaze, 
Burniſh'd by the ſetting ſun. 


Free—(the farrow's taſk is done; ) 
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Trudging as the ploughmen go, 
(To the ſmoaking hamlet bound) 
Giant-like their ſhadows grow, 


Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 


Shelter for the lordly dome ! 
To their high-built airy beds, 
See the rooks returning home! 


Carols to the evening loud ; 
Mark the mild reſplendent moon, 
Breaking through a parted cloud ! 


From the barn or twiſted brake; 
And the blue miſt lowly creeps, 
Curling os the filver lake. 


As the trout in ſpeckled pride, 

Playful from it's boſom ſprings ; 

To the banks, a ruffled tide 
Verges in ſueceſſive rings. 


Tripping through the filken graf, 

Oer the path-divided dale, | 

Mark the roſe-complexion'd lafs 
With her well-pois'd milking pail ? 


Linnets with unnumber'd notes, 


And the cuckow-bird with two, 
Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 
Bid the ſetting ſun adieu. | 
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ODE TO LIBERTY. 
BY MR. HUDSON. 


HE fable queen of ſhades retires, 

Encircled with her fading fires ; 

Yok'd to her iron car, the dragons fly, 

With flow wing black*ning many a league of fey. 

Nurſe of deſpondency and woe. 

"Tis time; the cock's ſhrill clarion calls 8 

The dawn, and ſtrikes the prowling wolf with fear, 

That glimmer midſt yon mould'ring walls: 
They ſtartle at the found, 

Loth, to their marble manſions haſte away. 

The terrors of acrial tumults ceaſe, 

Huſh'd to ſerenity and ſmiling peace. 


For, lo! in heav*n's ambroſial bow'rs, 
Wak'd by the ſtationary hours, | 
Parent of day, the morn unveils her eyes, 
How Nature triumphs at the fight, 
 Renew'd in all her beauty bright! 

Her fragrant groves their incenſe yield; 
The zephrys, from her humid ftores, diffuſe 
The ſpires and lofty turrents blaze ; 
There the canals reflect a pleaſing gleam; 
While dancing down the pebbly ttream, 
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The filver radiance chears the feather'd 
Woods, hills, and dales, re-echo with their ſong. 


Thus, like the morn, will faireſt Freedom come, 
In majeſty divine, | 


| Of dize Opprefiion; and ume the mind, 


To darkneſs and deſpondency conſin d. 
Ariſe, O Liberty ! "tis thine, 
The charms of Nature to refine ; 
With blooming hope and harmony to pleaſe, 
To crown with plenty, and to blefs with eaſe; 
To light up awful Virtue's living ray, 
And pour the flood of intelleſtual day. 


Place me in Africk's deſart lands, 
If there aufpicious Freedom fix her ſeat, 

Soon ſhall the wild, more poliſh'd grown, 

Admire new beauties, not her own: 
ner. 

While lowing herds, and bleating ſheep, 

Stand frequent in the cooling cell. 

Soon ſhall che mantling vine 

Be taught around the palm to twine ; 
And focial arts the ſtranger Naiads wake, 

That fleep beneath the diftant lake, 
Curious to view young Commerce gaily roam, 
And bring full harveſts to his barren home. 


Place me beneath the gelid zone, 
Where fartheſt ocean foams with icy roar, 
Along the bleak, inhoſpitable fhcre : 
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If Freedom to the ſmoky dome 
Wich fur-cloath's mortals deign to roam ; 
Thro' ſnomy waſtes the dome I'll feek ; 
What hinders to enjoy the freezing year ! 


Where hanging torrents ſhine below ; 
Nor will Cimmerian Sleep forget to bring 


Safe ſlumbers, waving at his downy wing. 


Come then, Celeftial, let thy wiſh'd return 
This happier clime ſerene; | 
This happier clime, if Rome thy abſence mourn, 
No more with ſmiles of pleaſure entertains, 
Nor Baia's groves, nor rich Campania's plains : 
Of turrets, and the painted green ; —- 
Heartleſs the muſick of the groves we hear, a 
As when, new harnefs'd out by Wrath and Fear, 
Night's chariot moves in ſtorms; and thunders hurP'd, 


VERSES 
ADDRESSED TO MAES. DIGBY. 
BY MAS. COLLIER. 


ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF THEIR ACQUAINTANCE, WHICH 
COMMENCED AT QUEBEC, OCTOBER 7, 1768. 


Ho thee, my Digby, I devote my Jay; 

To thee, or Friendſhip, equal would I fing : 1 

Reflecting Memory, faithful to this day, __ 
Shall ne'er forget to touch th” harmonious firing. : 
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ſacred, 2 Doom beffow— 
= 8 ns — I revere, Ho 
1 tend !— Thy gracious ift, in weal or woe ! 
= . | And thack 


been it's aid ; 
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joys improv'd ! 
foften'd, how my eſſay'd ; 
My cares — — — 
1 hs i „ 
1 — to cxnernnd | ! 
WE - How ſormꝰd _ = & gens — 
How 


And buſh'd the raging tumults 
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a" —— 
And 


; our love, 4 
ever faithful to h riſing view ; 
Vet Wewany her foft hand hath draws « muſt approve, 
«ar ih oder Frog mal 
The i ve i ev" ry paſture tov 
q ſtill give 
Her traits 


with care, 
b poor 
| r ſhare, 
— 2 2 _—_— ade them one. 
debe ban make 


1 75 s ſecure, 3 
| rn. * 
On each no chance, but proves pure, 
No change, = n | 
n firmer each advancing 


Through 


mars or ForTRY. als. 
Through ev'ry varying ſcene which time hath given, 
Her bright'ning influence beam'd it's rays around ; 
From the pain'd breaſt each throbbing care hath driven, 

And chac'd deſpair when loſt in thought profound. 


O Carter! could I reach thy poliſh'd verſe, 
On this delightful theme how ſweet the lays ! 

My Digby's name each charming line ſhould grace, 
To ſpeak her truth and love 22 


Her well-form'd mind, by Wiſdom's influence bleſs'd, 
Where mild Religion bears an equal part; 
Where calm Experience ſoothes our cares to reff, 


Her heart with tendereſt ſentiments doth glow, 
To feel for others in their joy or woe, 
And from the weeping eye to wipe the tear. 


How blefs'd to know this gentle boſom mine, 

By thoſe ſoft ties which tendereſt friendſhips prove? 

Through all my mind the accents breathe divine, 
And harmonize the paſions into love. 


Hail, facred Friendſhip! hail, thou beſt-lov'd name! 
To thee will I dev.te my future days; 

Since Truth and Time have ſanctify'd the flame, 
Can I do leſ than live to ſpeak thy praiſe ? 


IN vo- 
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EF INVOCATION TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 
E- | BY MISS HEYS. 


= AND*'RING over the dewy meadow, 
3 Oft at ev*ning hour I go; 
ick plaints of woe. 
Sometimes, huſh'd in till attention, 
4 Leaning penfive o'er a flile, 
E Fancy bids her found delufive 3 


c Lull the yielding ſenſe awhile. 


Riſing floats upon the gale: 
Now it finks in firains more languid, 


Starting from the dream of fancy, 
Nought my liſt'ning ear invades, 
Save the hum of falling waters, 


© Little ſongſtreſs, ſoothe my forrows, 
* Wrap wy foul in fofteſt airs; 
nnn 
0 d the Grecian hero's cares. 


3 © Bat, if forc'd by cruel ruſticks 
= | © To lament thy ruin'd care; 

© Breathe thy ſaddeſt ſtrains of anguiſh, 
© Strains that melodize deſpair. 


. 
* 
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* Deeply vers d in Sorrow's leſſons, 
* Beſt my heart thy griefs can know ; 
© Pity dwells within the boſom 5 
* Soften's by an equal woe. 8 


< While thy melancholy plainiogs 
All my hapleſs fate renew, 
Heart-ſelt fighs hall load the zephyrs, . 
* Tears increaſe the falling dew. 
© Ceaſe to ſhun me, lovely mourner ; | | 
* Sweetly breathe the melting ain 
* Oft thou deign' to charm the ruffick, 
« Roving thoughtleſs oer the plain. 
© Yet, to him, thy ſofteſt trillings 
Can no ſympathy impart ; 
* Wouldft thou ſeek for kindred feelings, 


Vaio, alas! my Invocation, 
Vain the pleadings of the muſe! 
Wrapp'd is filent ſhades, the charmer 


Clouds obſcure deform the zther, 


Rifing damps involve the plain; 
Penſively I haſten homeward, 
To avoid the coming rain. 
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EVELINA | 
AN ELEGY. 


| BY ME, TOMLING 


E.ECHOEING thro” the folitary hade, 
No more the nightingale her vigil kept; 
Tube moon no more the noify watch-dog bay'd, 
Butev'ry eye, fave Evelina's, flept. 
She, wretched female, waſtes the midnight hour, 
Not as when firſt Bellario caught her eye; 
When new to love, in ſome ſequeſter d bow'r, 
She fondly liſten d to each treach'rous figh: 
When kneeling at her feet, and bath'd in tears, 
Unnumber'd vows he ſwore of endleſs truth; 
And while he bade her boſom loſe it's fears, 
Deſtroy d the virgin bloſſom of her youth ! 
In fruitleſs grief ſhe ſpends the tedious night, 
And fad remorſe in vain her boſom tears : 
f Too foon to bring her forrows to the light, 
SA A living witneſs of her ſhame ſhe bears. 


58 In vain ſhe calls on all thoſe pow'rs above, 

= So oft invok'd to ev'ry vow he ſwore ; 

In vain recounts the bliſsful ſcenes of love, 
In happy moments that zeturn no more. 


* Ab. falſe Bellario! whither art thou flown, 
see of the angar I endure? 
| _ © Return, thou faithleſs cauſe of all my moan ; 
| O come, and eaſe the wound thou canſt not cure 


© Can gold re-purchaſe female honour flown, 
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© The' Love has Joſt his empire in thy breaſt, | 
gain let thy pity lend ir's kind relief; = 
« Till ſome blefs'd hour ſhall give eternal reft, 
« And end the torments of deſyair-and grief. = 


*. 


Renee 
© While envious Scorn the baleful tale ſhall ſpread, 
© And feaſt upon the ruins of wy fame. | 


© What boots it that around the pompous bed 
© Obſequious Servitude ball bend the knee, 

© While virtuous Poverty can ſhake her bead, 
And thank kind Fortune that ſhe is not me ? 


© Ye glitt'ring gifts from Fortune's hoard begone ; 
* Begone, fince Peace and Chaſtity are fled: 


Or buy the feelings of the ſpotleſs maid ? 


+ Come then, thas Sieadly dnnaghe, my te cate, 
And all my guik, and all my ſhame conceal; 
© From ev'ry eye, from ev'ry car, but His, 
© Who ſees, who pities, all the pangs I feel ?* 


« 
- 


With wild, diftrafted looks, and throbbing breaf, 
Through ſuffocating ſobs and fighs the broke; 

And thus the fatal fruit of Love addrefs'd, 

While all the mother trembled as ſhe fpoke. 


O thou! whom Nature would to man have brought, 
That dy'f ere yet thou haſt begun to be; 

Exe yet thou feePſ{ the bitter curſe of thought, 
* Orwak'f to life, and hv a wretch like me! 


3N 2 | * End 


4 BEAUTIES OF POETRY: 
© And for thy fate ſufficient vengeance takes; 
* Ah! ger thee w the darkfome cave of reſt, 
© Where not a ray of morning ever breaks! 


© Thou ſource of all my woes, and all my joys: 
© Love gave thee life, in ſpite of Honour”s pride; 
Now Honour, ſpite of Love, that Ife defiroys ?” 


: She ſaid; and, guided by the fiend Deſpair, 
Empts of it's life-defiroying drench the bowl: 
O! may no maid to friend or parent dear, 
Feel the fad tortures of her guilty foul! 


= - ' _. To fave her honour and conceal her fhame, 
= Too deeply drogg's, poiſons life's purple tide, 


Compell'd by pain, her former pride forgot, 
With dreadful tricks the piere'd the gloom of night; 
| Shrieks which conducted to the fatal ſpot 


An aged parent, trembling with affright. 


= — — £2 
3 The daughter of her foul ! her only child ! 
I To conſcious guilt and racking pain a prey. 


To pour the balm of comfort on her wound : 
© And why, my child,” is fault'ring accents cries; | 
* Why fall thoſe tears, and whence thuſe fighs profound?” 


O let 
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O let me, let an hapleſs wretch depart, 

© Unwept, unnotic'd, to the filent grave? 

* And may the thouſand pangs that rive my beart, 
© My fpotted foul from endleſs mis ry fave ? 


© Long were to tell the flory of my ſhame '— 
As from her lips theſe dying accents fell, 


4 


SONNE x. 
by i 


BY JOHN SCOTT, ESQ: 


E NO WN'D Britannia ! lov'd parental land, | 

Regard thy welfare with a watchfol eye : 

Wheneer the weight of Want's aſſlicting hand 
Wakes o'er thy vales the poor's perſuaſive cry ; 


| When wealth enormous ſets th” oppreſſor high, 
And bribes thy ductile ſenators command; 


Then mourn—for then thy fate approacherh. nigh. 


Not from perſidious Gaul, or haughty Spain, 
Tho? leagu'd in war tremendous round thy ſhore ; ; 
But from thyſelf thy ruĩa muſt proceed; 
Nor boaſt thy pow's ; for know, it is decreed, 
Thy freedom gone, thy power ſhall be no more. 
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BY ME. SHEPHERD. 


a ; 


With learn d Lucretius ſtray 
In Epicurus* magick grove, 
In mazy myſtick play. 
The ſpecious cobweb-work of wit; 


Wust ev'ry aft of Reaſon ſhews, 


| An Alvi Deity ! 


Divinely mg d on ev'ry breaft, 
Since Time was taught to roll; 
In Error's gloomy coverts flray, 
From Truth's indiſputable ray 
Remote, as pole from pole. 


So ſhuts the moping bird of night 
Her feeble eyes againſt the light 
That glads the chearful day ; 


And when prevailing darkneſs reigns, 
'Thro? groves obſcene, or dreary plains, 


XPATIATE long in nice debate 
On Chance, Neceſſity, and Pate; 


Who, in the ocean's waſte domain, 
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Canſult the blue expanſe on high, 
The bluſk that paints the morning ſky, 
The cloud that nimbly rides ; 
The ſpangled mantle of the night, 
Who there ſupreme reſides. 


That ſcent the air, or paint the ground, 
Whoſe influence they obeys 
Whoſe hand imparts the various dyes, 
At whoſe command they bud and riſe, 

At whoſe command decay. 


Say ye, on down, or mountain ſteep, 


That fiately tread, or lowly creep; 


And ye aerial throng, 
r 
With vocal ſtrains; whoſe bounty yields, 

Or ſuſtenance or ſong ? 


The tenants of the wat'ry plain 
With liberal hand ſupplies ? 

The floods in icy fetters binds, 
Or bids the tempeſt riſe ? 


Nature, in ev'ry myſtick ſcene 
Declares a plaſtick Author's reign : 
Beyond the ſea's remoteſt tides, 
Beneath the Dzdal earth, refides 
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ACCOUNT oF. THE GREATEST 
ENGLISH. "POET: 


70 wn; Bevar ——— 
Dy Mk. Asen. 


INCE, deiteft Harry? you will needs requeſt 
A ſhort account of all the Muſe poſſefs'd, 


Have ſpent their noble rage in Britiſh rhymes ; 
Without mere preface, writ in formal length, 
To ſpeak the undertaker's want of ftrength, 85 
ru uy to make their al beauties known, | 
r Ava deferred Gang | 
Long had our dull forefathers flept ſupine, 
Nor felt the raptures of the tuneful Nine, 7 
And many Rory told in rhyme and profes — 
But age has ruſted what the poet writ, 
- Worn out his language, and obſeur'd his wit; 
In vain he jefts in bis nopolifh'd train, 
| And tries 10 wake his readers Tavgh is vain. 
Old Spenſer next, warm'd with poetick rage, | 
rern | 
An age that, yet uncultivate and rude, 
—_— — — ee 5 
Thro” pathlefs field: and unfrequented floods, 
To dens of dragons and enchanted woods. 
| Eat now the myſtick tale, that pleas'd of yore, 
Can charm an underſtanding age no more; 
The long-ſpun allegories fulſome grow, 
— While the dull moral lies tos plain below. 


: 


® Afterwards Dr. Sacheverell. 
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We view, well pleas'd; at diflance all the fyhes — | 
But when we look too near, the ſhades decay, 

Great Cowley, then, (a mighty genius!) wrote, 
O'er-run with wit, and laviſh of his thought: 
His turns tos cloſely on the reader preſs; 
He more had pleas'd us, had he plear'd us lefs. 
47 7—eipagi 
With flent wonder, but new wonders riſe; - 

As in the Milky-way a ſhining white 5 
IP . 


That net fingle g can nen his rays, FEE 4 
Pardon, great poet! that I dare to name x 9 


TY" annamber beanie of an vere with lame: 
Thy fault is only wit in i exceſs; | 
But wit like thine in any ſhape will pleaſe. | 
And fit the deep-mouth'd Pindar to thy lyre? 
Pindar ! whom others, in a labour'd firain, 
And dort d exprefiion, imitate in van? 
Well pleas'd in thee he foars with new delight, 2 
And plays in more unbounded verſe, and takes a nobler flight. 

Bleſs's man! whoſe ſpotles life and charming lays 
F.mploy'd the tuneful prelate in thy praiſe; 2 
Bleſs'd man! who now hall be forever known, f 
In Sprat's ſucceſsful labours, and thy own. * 
But Milton next, with high and haughty ftalks, 
Unfertter'd, in majeftick numbers walks ; 
Noe vulgar hero can his Muſc engage, 
Seel ſee?! he upward ſprings; and, tow'ring high, 
. 

. 3 * i 


Shakes 


|  Whate'er his pen defſeribes I more than fee, 


44 eres OF ' PORTRAY. 


And few th* Almighty Thandererin arms! = 


Whilſt ev'ry verſe, array d in majeſty, 

Bold and ſublime. my whole attention draws, 
And ſeems above the critick's nicer laws. 
When angel with archangel copes in fight! 
How does the chariot rattle in his lines ! 


And ftun the reader with the din of war! 
To fee the ſeraphs ſunk in clouds of fire; 
But when, with eager fleps, from hence I riſe, 
And view the firſt gay ſcenes of Paradiſe, 
Wiakiagnts Wee went — 
A viſion fo profuſe of pleaſantneſs! | 
Oh! had the poet ne'er prophan'd his pen, 
To varniſh o'er the guilt of faichleſs men, 
His other works might have deferv'd applauſe : 
But now the language can't ſupport the cauſe ; 
Betrays a bottom odious to the fight. | 
But now, wy Muſe, a fofter firain rehearſe, 
Turn ev'ry line with art, and ſmooth thy verſe; 
The courtly Waller next commands thy lays : 
Maſe ! tune thy verſe with art to Waller's praiſe. 
arne and propagate defire, 
And Sacharifſa's beauty kindle love. 
Thy verſe, harmonious bard! and fiat ring forg, 
Can make the vanquiſh'd great, the coward firong ; 
Thy verſe can ſhew een Cromwell's innocence, 
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But ſeen great Naſſau on the Britiſh throne, 
| How had his triemphs glitter'd in thy page, 
And warm d thee to a more exaked rage? 
What ſcenes of death and horror had we view'd, 
And how had Boyn's wide current reek'd in blood! 
Or if Maria's charms thou wouldſt rehearſe, 
In ſmoother numbers and a ſofter verſe, 
Thy pen had well deſcrib'd her gracefal air, 
And Gloriana would have ſeem d more fair. 
That makes een rules a noble poetry; 
Rules, who'e deep ſenſe and heav'nly numbers ſhew 
The belt of criticks and of poets too. 
Nor, Denham! muſt we cer forget thy firains, 
While Cooper's Hill commands the neighb'ring plains. 
Burt ſee where artful Dryden next appears, 
Grown old in rhyme, but charming e'en in years ! 
+ Great Dryden next! whoſe tuneful Muſe afords 
Whether in comick ſounds or tragick airs 
—— erin wir mc: | 
If facire or heroick firains ſhe writes, 
From her no harſh unartful numbers fall; 
She wears all dreſſes, and ſh@charms in all. 
How might we fear cur Engliſh poetry, 
That long has flouriſh'd, ſhould decay with thee, 
Did not the Muſes other hope appear, 
Harmenious Congreve! and forbid our fear: 
Cangreve! whoſe fancy's enexhanited fore * 
Has giv'n already much, and promis'd more; 
Congreve ſhall ſtill preſerve thy ſame alive, 
And Dryden's Maſe fha!l in his friend ſurvive. 
Fm tir'd with rhyming, and would fain give o'er, 
But juſtice fill demands one labour more ; | 
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rw, ennan's. =» > 
4 For wit, for h&mour, and for judgment, fam d; 
= To Dorſet he direts his arifulMuſe, == | 
Jn nembers ſuch as Docket lf might uſe. 


$ How negligently graceful he unreins | 
=— . ws —— 
4 ITE die odr odwe.d lem, 
= Andallthe hero infull glory ines! 
3 We fee his army ſet in juſt array, 
And Boyn's dy'd waves run purple to the ſea. 

Nor Simoi*, choak'd with men, and arms, and blood, 

Nor rapid Xanthus' celebrated flood, 
———— — . —— 
But now, to Naſſau's ſecret councils rais'd, 
He aids the hero whom before he prais'd. 
Pre done at length——and now, dear friend! receive 1 
The laſt poor preſent that my Muſe can give: - 
I leave the arts of poetry and verſe, 
To them that praftiſe em with more ſucceſs. ' 
Of greater truths I'll now prepare to tell; I. 
And fo, at once, dear Friend and Muſe, farewel! 


q END OF THE SECOND VOLUME. 
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